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’ Dear Fun SHoppEr: 

If I were to sum up in a word the characteristics of Toe Fun Suop, with 
which I have been joyously associated for a number of years, I would unhesi- 
tatingly write down “fixity of purpose.” 

Here is a department of humor that seemed to know, from its beginning, 
where it was going—and got there. 


* * * 


It was during my Junior year at the University of Wisconsin that the germ 
of Tur Fun Sxop idea was born. 

In a column of clipped humor in the Wisconsin State Journal, a Madison 
newspaper, which I called “Real Life,’ I designed to prove to professional 
journalists that in such a feature a definite policy and flavor could be created. 

Some years later, in the Fall of 1919, New York was calling in no uncertain 
terms and, upon invitation, I came to that city to work and live. 

The mediocre quality of the legitimate program humor caught my questing 
eye. “This is poor stuff,’ I wrote to the New York Theatre Program folks, “I 
ean do better myself.” I was asked to show them a “dummy.” After looking 
the material over their reply was, “Go to it; the department is yours.” Since 
then millions of people have read, during the entre-acts, a clean packet of 
laughs, under the caption, WHEN BuacK Is Reap. 

This was my first real stepping-stone. THe Fun Snop plan had erystallized. 
It embodied a new idea, that of a department of original humor TO WHICH THE 
PUBLIC COULD CONTRIBUTE and where its accepted humor would be paid for on 
a basis comparable to professional humor magazines. 

With a brave array of dummies and carefully planned selling-talk I toured 
the syndicate offices. With charming unanimity they turned me down. Was I 
down-hearted? Hell, no! 

Whipping out my trusty portable, I rapped out a long letter to a man I knew 
by fame only, the late Victor Lawson of the Chicago Daily News, the Dean of 
American journalists. 

Tue Fun Sop idea caught on with Mr. Lawson at once, and he ordered the 
service for his newspaper right then and there. But that was not all. 

Mr. Lawson, in letter and whenever I saw him personally, indicated what 
type of humor not to publish, emphasizing, too, what was most desirable and 
appealing to a newspaper catering to home-folks. Mr. Lawson not only offered 
countless valuable suggestions, wrote to newspaper editors urging they better get 
“in on the ground floor” and sign for Tue Fun Snop service, but, most im- 
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portant of all, laid the foundations of a friendship between us, the happy 
memories of which will endure forever. 

Tue Fun Suop began to stand on its own wobbly legs. But there still re- 
mained the task of selling it. A well-known syndicate, with men on the road, 
tried it out but reported poor results. This turned out to be all for the best, 
for my reaction was, “All right. I’ll syndicate it myself.” 

I couldn’t travel, for I was president, general manager, editor, and EVERY- 
THING in our little office. After six long months I leaned back with a sigh of 
relief. I had signed contracts with 85 newspapers, all of them arranged at the 
cost of a two-cent stamp ... plus my enthusiasm. 

A nice thing happened during this strenuous period. Borne on who knows 
what wings of rumor, the name, Tue Fun Suop, reached the ears of Charles 
B. Dillingham, the theatrical producer. He liked it. It had a cheerful sound 
and, a few nights later, it blazed in electric lights over the portal of his Fulton 
Theatre in New York City. 

This was distressing. ... It was my name. I invented it. But I had no 
copyright, no nothin’. So I wrote to Mr. Dillingham, and that eminently fair 
gentleman relinquished the name forthwith. This incident, I think, illustrates 
one of the characteristics which make Mr. Dillingham what he is, one of the 
most respected managerial figures of the American theatre. 

Thus Tur Fun Suop started, with actual publication, on March 31, 1924. 
How it has grown, how it has become the forum and outlet for clean mirth and 
“family” fun, how it has created its own native American flavor, racy of our 
own soil, all this is known literally to millions of readers who find its cheery 
heading in their home paper. Father sends in his best wheeze ; Mother, to the 
rhythm of the sewing-machine, composes a lyric; the kids contribute their 
juvenile wise-cracks. 

Tue Fun Sxop mail-bag is an amazing cross-section of the entire country. 
Contributions come from the hospital, the lumber-camp, the office, and the 
fireside. 

All these require careful editorial judgment, scrutiny, and high ideals. THE 
Fun Sxop has been described as having become an important influence in 
molding the gayer hours of our national life. 

Aside from contributions come hundreds of incandescent missives, proposals, 
invitations, coy, tender, and militant. One ardent Amazon from our Texas 
plains vows to get me “if she has to come up and lasso” me! 

In editing Tue Fun Suop book, the mirth of a nation, I have chosen to lead 
the reader through a well-ordered department store of fun and chuckles, and if - 
our laughing stock is liked, I hope he will continue to remain a satisfied customer 
and always do his Fun Shopping early! 

I have mentioned Victor Lawson. I could not close this little chat without 
mention of appreciation for the kind counsel of Marvin Creager, managing 
editor of the Milwaukee Journal; Frank P. MacLennan, editor of the Topeka 
State Journal; Walter M. Harrison, managing editor of the Oklahoma Daily 
Oklahoman, and Maj. Robert McLean, of the Philadelphia Bulletin. And of 
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George S. Chappell, my oldest and most faithful contributor? He is in real 
life as charming and loyal as any man could be. Wallace M. Bayliss, too, is 
second only to Mr. Chappell in years of service, and for workmanship and 
friendship will always stand most high in my estimation. 

No institution is any greater than its clientele, and in turning over our Fun 
SHop today to our customers, I am most happy in saying that it is due to them 
that the success of THz Fun Suop has been possible. 

Mis 

February, 1927. 
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Abandon Gloom All Ye Who Enter Here 


The floorwalker speaks. 

“THe Fun SHop? Yes, Madam. This is it. Step right in. I can assure 
you that it is no trouble to show goods—and WE have them! In fact, we are 
equipped with the largest laughing stock in the world, all the latest chuckles, 
smiles, and wheezes from arti-jokes to fishing-cackles!” 


+ 


THE FUN SHOP FLOORWALKER 
Observed by Marshall Waddell 


“Good morning, Madam! What can we do for you? You want a half dozen 
assorted giggles? Three aisles to the left, Madam, in our joke department. 
Sunny, wait on this lady, please! Yes, Madam, Sunny is a very capable sales- 
lady. 

“What is it for you, sir? Ah, you wish to exchange a joke you bought here 
yesterday? Talk to the gentleman at the exchange desk on the second floor. 
Would you mind telling me what was the matter with it? Oh, you took it 
home to your wife and she didn’t laugh? You ought to exchange your wife— 
not the joke. 

“What can we show you to-day, sir? Oh, you say you’ve come to sell and 
not to buy? You want to see the president, eh? Kindly let me see the joke, 
please. H’m—‘Why does a chicken cross the road? To get to the other side!’ 
Sorry, sir, but we have no antique department. You might speak to THz Fun 
SHop janitor, though. Yes, in the furnace room. He likes jokes like that to 
take the chill out of the Shop these chilly mornings. 

“Poetry department? You'll find a verse right up the column, Madam. 
You say you’d like for me to hold your child while you shop? Er—take him 
to Toe Fun Suop Krazy Kindergarten, downstairs. That’s what it’s for. 

“Stop! Come here, sir! What’s that sticking out of your pocket? So! A 
joke, eh? Just a minute, while I call the house detective! You say you came 
by it honestly? Then why isn’t it wrapped up? You ean’t get by with shop- 
lifting in this department store, young man! I’ve caught you—and the joke’s 


on You! Rodney, call the wagon!” 
1 


SHOES AND HOSIERY 


“Shoes, Madam? You bet your boots! Just put your best foot forward and 
you'll find everything you need three aisles to the right.” 


+ 


A WRITER POINTS OUT THAT MANY GIRLS GET HUSBANDS THROUGH SHEER LUCK. 
AND THE BALANCE THROUGH SHEER HOSIERY ! 


SOLD! | SIMPLY SANDALOUS! 


“These are the smallest shoes we By Lee Shippey 


have.” ; : 
Eee they pain me?” We have four children in our house 


“Yes, but think how they will pain | And all of them are small, 
” Alert it keeps myself and spouse 
the other women. 
ps fp PE To merely shoe them all. 
That’s been our job for six swift years, 
Our thought from day to day, 
My WIFE SAYS MOST OF US Til ae pore well armed, it appears, 
MEN 19 USIN’ UP ALL To “shoe” the stork away. 
, DAY d 
Ce concn rave Indeed, we’ll have to now, my friend, 


, Or seek some tropic land 
SR OMENS MOSER Y Where bread trees o’er our cot would 


bend 
And shoe trees round it stand. 
No cash for follies we can spare, 
Of luxuries can’t think— 
We've sandals, sandals everywhere 
And not a drop o’ drink! 


On sandals old and sandals new 
And some that need repair 
And many almost worn in two 

We stumble everywhere. 

The children form them into trains— 
They’re shoe-shoe cars, you see— 
And, spite of all our threats of pains, 
They “switch” far more than we. 
Through every room, in mad carouse, 
They scatter them, the vandals!! 
That’s why some folks call ours the 

Many a girl thinks she is sitting House 
pretty if her knees show! ; Of a Thousand Sandals! 


a 
iy 


a 


; 


is 
a 
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PLANT AN ORCHARD 


Newlywed: “I think we ought to 
get some shoe trees, don’t you, dar- 
ling ?” 

Mrs. Newlywed: “That’s a splendid 
idea, love. It will be so much cheaper 
to raise our own shoes than to buy 
them at the stores.” 

—Roger Woodburn. 


THERE’S A REASON 


Little Nancy had been playing hard 
all morning and when she came into 
the house for lunch, she sat down on 
the floor with one foot doubled up 
under her. 


“Naney dear, don’t sit on your 


foot,” said mother on coming through 
, 


the room, “it will go to sleep.” 
“T want it to, it’s tired,’ answered 
Nancy. 
—D. Hanford Woodward. 


Girls used to be afraid men would 
see their legs. 

Now, judging from the way they 
dress, they are afraid they won't. 


DIPLOMACY 


Slater: “Bill’s diplomacy approaches 
statesmanship.” 

Clarke: “How?” 

Slater: “He stepped on a woman’s 
foot in the car the other day and told 
her that her foot was so small he 
couldn’t see it.” 

—Ray Schwab. 


WE'LL GUESS HE’S A BUSY MAN 
THESE DAYS 


A few years ago we heard a 
preacher in the sage-brush eountry 
fervently orate from his pulpit one 
Sunday evening: 

“Mothers, do you know where your 
daughters are? Are they being led to 
hell by the strains of a violin, or are 
they climbing to heaven with the word 
of God as their guide? 

“Show me their knees—show me 
their knees and J’ll tell you whether 
they dance or pray!” 

—E. F. Huebel. 


CORN 


Corn in the field is a beautiful sight ; 
Corn on the cob is a pure delight; 
Corn in the bottle appeals to me, 
But corn on my tootsies, No, siree! 
—Mrs. A. Pickett. 


NOT PREPARED 


A small newsy had his foot caught 
by a hurrying truck. The physician 
accompanying the ambulance that was 
called proceeded immediately to dis- 
card shoe and stocking. 

An unbelievably dirty foot hove in 
sight. 

“Why, you little pirate,” he half 
wrathfully exclaimed, “why didn’t you 
wash your feet?” 

The youngster regarded the foot for 
a moment, then answered nonchalantly 
enough: “Aw, how’d I know I was 
goin’ ter git runned into!” 

—C. C. Curtis. 


DIFFERENT NOW! 


“T GAN REMEMBER,” REMINISCED UNKLE Ike, “WHEN NOBODY BUT HERSELF 
KNEW WHETHER A GIRL WAS WEARIN’ SILK STOCKIN’S OR COTTON ONES.” 
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SQUEAKS 
By Mark L. Haas 


Sure an’ when yer shoes are squeakin’ 
In that well-known raucus style 
An’ with sweat yer fairly reekin’ 
As you travel down th’ aisle, 
Brother, don’t yer ever weaken! 
Wear an imitation smile! 

Let ’em squeak! 


If yer car sounds sort o’ funny, 
Jes’ like grindin’ glass an’ stone, 
An’ yer haven’t got th’ money 
To dispel th’ awful tone, 
Grab a smile an’ look real sunny! 
Leave th’ crazy car alone! 

Let it squeak! 


‘An’ now listen to me, Brother! 
If th’ Missus starts to talk 
Of th’ comin’ of her mother 
Who does nothin’ else but squawk; 
Though you know she’s loads of 
bother, 
Try to smile—but do not balk! 
Let ’er squeak! 


SOUNDED SO 


“Aunt HWthel has one of the organs 
of her body missing, hasn’t she, 
mother,” asked my eight-year-old son 
the other day. 

“What makes you think so?” I 
asked, in astonishment. 

“Why, when Uncle John told her to 
wear a short skirt and roll her socks, 
she said she hadn’t any kid-knees.” 

—W. J. Thiessen. 


T bought some silk hose, and isn’t it 
funny, 
I found I had quite a “run” for my 
money ! 
—Alice M. Daniola. 


NOTHING TO DO WITH IT 


Celia: “I want a pair of sport hose, 
please.” 
Salesman: “Wide or narrow ribs?” 
Celia: “None of your business! I 
didn’t intend wearing them around my 
chest.” 
—Ralph Heilbronner. 


The censors will keep on until they 
won't leave the poor chorus girl a leg 
to stand on! 


NO FAIR! 


My young son, aged eight, had been 
given fresh clothes and sent to the 
bathroom. “Mother, did you want me 
to wear socks or stockings?” 

“TI gave you socks, didn’t 1?” I an- 
swered. 

“Yes, mother, but you see I’ve 
washed for stockings.” 

—Carrie Borton Fite. 


People who land with both feet 
usually use their heads to do it! 


ANYTHING ELSE, MADAM? 


Louise (after buying a pair of silk 
stockings) : “I think these are just too 
sweet for anything! I’m going to 
wear them to a dance to-night.” 

Clerk (absently): “Yes, ma’am. 
Will that be all?” 


—Thomas Swen. 


SHE SHOWED A CLEAN PAIR 
OF HEELS 


Margie (descending from sheik’s 
car): “Well, thanks for the huggy 
ride.” 


MUSIC DEPARTMENT 


“Music? Certainly, sir, anything you wish. We have even found the Lost 
Chord. You will find it on the floor below. Blues? Of course, all shades. This 
way, please.” 

+ 


THE MUSIC DEPARTMENT 
By Dr. Walter E. Traprock 


I am glad to announce the great success of our new music department for 
the history and teaching of vocal and instrumental music. This has been con- 
ducted by Professor Tweedy, for many years first violinist on a well-known 
ferryboat. 

Professor Tweedy is more than a performer. He is an authority on his 
subject. His summer lectures have just been published by the Museum under 
the title, “From Beethoven to Bach and Back to Bach Again.” 

In his historical talks he points out that the earliest music was vocal, as 
unconscious as the calls of birds or beasts. When the stone age man saw 
his mate he emitted a cry of joy equivalent to “Yoo-hoo, you must come over!” 
His shout of derision when he saw an enemy would be rendered by our modern 
“So’s your old man.” 

Instruments of accompaniment, drums, tabors, tom-toms, and the like, had 
their origin in the victor’s habit of beating on the skull of his victim in time to 
his cries of exultation. With the advent of systems of worship came ritualistic 
songs and dances. Printing had not been invented, which is just as well, as few 
of the early bits are fit for publication. We have, however, a rare copy of the 
Songs of Sappho, translated by Prof. Tweedy, which is accessible to adults upon 
application. For safety’s sake I keep it in my private vault. 

The Professor notes in his lectures that our modern jazz has “completed 
the circle” and returned to the earliest conception of music for, as he points 
out, in many of our latest compositions it is possible to hear the moans of the 
wounded, the cries of the victor and the beating of his war-club on the heads of 
his victims. “The Charleston,” he says, “is basic in its aboriginality.” 


CHEAP SILENCE IS GOLDEN 
Marion: “The way he sang just won Harriet: “I understand her friends 
my heart.” made up a purse to send her away to 
Violet: “Take my advice, dearie, improve her voice.” 
and don’t let yourself go for a song.” Harry: “Ab—hbush money.” 


—Francis P. Okie. 
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“ALWAYS” 
A Revised Song 
As Sung by a Patient Wife 


I'll sit up for you...al...ways.. 
Up ’til one or two... al...ways... 
When ... your step I hear, 
I... will greet you, dear... 
With ...a word of cheer... 


Always...al...ways... 
Though, at night you roam...al... 
ways 
Still, you have a home...al... ways 
Buti. als voutoreet..)... 
Where... it is, my Pet... 


Oh... what you will get... 
ALL WAYS!!! 


Try This on Your Piano! 


DRINK TO ME ONLY WITH 
THINE EYES 


A Revised Classic 
(With the Usual Bow to Ben J onson) 
By Alan T. Winfield 


Drink to me only with thine eyes; 
’Tis all the law allows. 

Leave but a kiss within the eup; 
’Twill make a brave carouse. 

The thirst that in my soul exists 
Doth crave no foaming stein,— 

Leave but a kiss, or two, perhaps, 
And I'll pronounce it “Fine!” 


I sent thee late a penciled line, 
A date I sought with thee. 

I waited long, thou camest not, 
I now renew my plea. 

Leave but a kiss . . . thou see’st I am 
A most insistent gent,— 

But make that one kiss more, my dear, 
Than half of one percent!! 


R. 8. V. P., TOO! 


My father talks of moving from 
where we live only because of the 
many noises along our block. Every 
time he gets set for a quiet afternoon’s 
nap, a victrola starts going. When- 
ever he wants to rest a Sunday morn- 
ing, the young girl across the street 
begins taking her vocal exercises. But 
the one who annoys him most is the 
girl next door, who pounds away at 
her piano hour after hour. 

Mrs. Fielder came to call on us the 
other afternoon, and father started on 
his pet subject for conversation: the 
girl next door. 

“But,” expostulated Mrs. Fielder, 
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“that girl is remarkable! 
the piano by note only.” 

“{ wonder,” said Father, “if it 
would do any good if I write a note 
asking her to stop?” 


She plays 


—D. D. G. 


IF POPULAR SONGS WERE 
ILLUSTRATED 


“I Want To Be Happy” 
SWANEE RIVER 


(With a Wink at Stephen Foster) 
By Tommy Rosenberg 


I 
Way ... down... upon the Swanee 
... River 
They’re.:.up...to... date! 
Each ... darky ... has his own tin 
flivver, 
Each one his dusky mate. 
All night long... they dance. . 
Charleston, 


. the 


Don’t’. ..:4.7 believe)... <. 
slow. ... 
Way... down. 
ese ver, 
That’s where 
grow! 


. they’re 
. . upon the Swanee 


the mammy-songs 


II 
Way ... down. ...upon the Swanee 
- . - River, 
BOY! ...how... they dance! 
That’s . . . where they make their 
shoulders shivver, 


That’s where the “high-browns” 
dance! 
Coal-black Ma... mas... in paja 


el g 1es TARE cone 
Lawsy . . . what a show! 
Way ... down... upon the Swanee 
Adie Lahore 
“Toot! All aboard!’ LET’S GO!! 
IF POPULAR SONGS WERE 
ILLUSTRATED 


CRIDER SON— 


“If You Knew Susie” 
(Like I Knew Susie) 
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IF POPULAR SONGS WERE 
ILLUSTRATED 


“IT Miss My Swiss” 


SHOULD AULD ACQUAINTANCE 
BE FORGOT? 


A Revised Classic 
(With a Salute to Robert Burns) 
By George S. Chappell 


“Should auld acquaintance be forgot?” 
So sang my trusted friend 

That day he asked me, i’ the toun, 
Wad I a fiver lend. 

“For auld lang syne,” he said, 
“For auld lang syne, 

I’ll pay you back, so slip the jack 
For the sake of auld lang syne.” 


He said he’d send it Monday, sure; 
Puir geek, I thought he would. . 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot? 
Hoot mon, I’ll say it should! 
“Wor auld lang syne,” he said, 
“For auld lang syne,” 
I acted fou, but noo I’m through 
Wi’ loans for auld lang syne!! 


IF POPULAR SONGS WERE 
ILLUSTRATED 


A DEUCE OF A NOTE! 


“A pretty girl is like a melody, they 
say. By the way, John, what became 
of that pretty girl you were going 
with when I was here last year?” 

“I married her. Now I’ve got to go 
home and face the music.” 


—Althos. 


[ end 
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A ROMANCE OF THE OPERA STAGE 
By Dr. George A. Baldpate 


I was glad to be able to assist in the recent concert given for the Firemen’s 
Uniform Fund. It is so long since I have used my voice professionally that 
I felt rather uncertain how my song would go but if you read the account of 
the benefit in this newspaper you will know that I was a riot. 

How it did bring back my student days in Paris! I never missed an opera 
in those days, occupying a seat in the highest gallery, which was all I could 
afford. In my spare hours I studied the operatic scores until I knew every one 
by heart. Unconsciously I had fallen deeply in love with Mlle. Gaufrette, a: 
beautiful, young soprano, the season’s sensation. I shall never forget the first: 
performance of Choisy’s opera, La Pantoufle, when Cafard, the manager, white- 
faced, announced the sudden illness of Goullet, the tenor. The performance 
would have to be abandoned. “Unfortunately,” he explained, “no one else in 
Paris has studied this réle.” 

The mob, violently protesting, was suddenly still as I rose and shouted 
from the gallery, “There is one . . . me.” 

A tremendous cheer rolled up from the auditorium. I was rushed to the 
stage, costumed ... and the performance was on. Little did the audience 
realize as they stood cheering in their seats at the final curtain that it was 
more than an artistic triumph. For me it was a tremendous romantic climax. 
As the plaudits died away, Gaufrette remained in my arms, her lips on mine. 
We had to be separated by stage-hands who are very fussy about over-time. 

The affair lasted six months at the end of which I discovered that she was 
married to Goullet. I left her at once, sad at heart, but grateful, indeed, for 
a half year of blissful ignorance. 


Have you heard what has happened to 


SWEET ALICE Alice, Ben Bolt? 
Don’t you know that she went on 
A Revised Classic the stage? 
Yes, the kid now inhabits a palace, 
(With the Usual to Thomas Dunn Ben Bolt; 
English) She was always quite smart for her 
age! 


By Henry B. Fuchs 
Your coat and your vest are in tatters, 


Oh, do you remember sweet Alice, Ben Ben Bolt, 
Bolt? Your pants are all punctured with 
Sweet Alice with hair so brown, holes, 
Who smiled with delight when you But of sable and mink is the cloak that 
brought her a feed, she wears 
And, when you refused, trun you When sweet Alice goes out in her 


down? Rolls! 


10 THE FUN SHOP 


‘NEATH THE SHADE OF THE IF WELL-KNOWN SONGS WERE 
OLD APPLE TREE ILLUSTRATED 


(With a Curtsy to Harry H. Williams) 
By Sunny 
"Neath the shade... of the old... 
apple tree... ; 
Sat young Tom... and his sweet-... 
heart, Marie... 
And the bird ... in the boughs... 
As he heard ... their fond vows... 
Said, “Their words . . . sound famil- 
. iar to me! 
I am sure... I have heard... them 
before... 
’Though ’twas not... to each oth-... 
er they swore... 
But it’s all . . . right, of course . 
For it’s all . . . apple-sauce, 
*Neath the shade... of... the... 
OMDF:7.napplestree a srOuctnr. 
COs ena 


THIS BOY CALLED IN ANSWER To 
AN ADVERTISEMENT FOR A SINGER 
WHO COULD ASSIST A QUARTETTE. 
IN GIVING AN IMITATION OF AN 


ORGAN. 


THE WISE-CRACK AND THE 
SONG 


(With the Usual to Mr. Longfellow) 
By Roy E. Spencer 


I shot a wise-crack into air; 

Tt fell, ker-flop; I didn’t care! 

So often they turn out that way... . 
“Just leave ’em lie,” I always say. 


I wrote a tune and played it gaily, 
(Arranged for voice and ukulele). 
I often heard my friends declare 
It kept them in the open air! 


Long, long after, on Broadway, 

I heard my wise-crack, in a play, 

Set to the tune I wrote of yore... . 
They both were rotten, ... as before! 


Peer RGN ae +L.0.C, 
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V’VE GOT THE WANT-TO-DO-MY-CHRISTMAS-SHOPPING-EARLY 
BUT-HAVEN’T-GOT-THE-MONEY BLUES 


By Arthur L. Lippmann 


“DO YOUR CHRISTMAS SHOPPING EARLY!” 
Shriek the signs on every spot, 

Wherefore, I grow sore and surly— 
“Do it early?”—Pray with what? 


I’ve the won’t-somebody-stake-me-why-does-Lady-Luck-still-shake-me 
And-will-Santa-Claus-forsake-me-dismal-Christmas-Shopping Blues, 
And you bet it’s tantalizing when I read the advertising 

And the bargain eulogizing in the Christmas shopping news, 

I’ve the every-year-repeated-poor-old-pocket-book-depleted- 
By-Dame-Fortune-coldly-cheated-Early-Christmas-Shopping Blues! 


Oh, my check-book is a wreck-book; 
There’s a mortgage on our shack, 

And the Yule-tide is a cruel-tide 
When you lack sufficient jack. 


I’ve the what’s-the-use-of-trying-to-do-early-Christmas-buying 
When-your-pocket-book-is-crying-on-an-empty-stomach blues? 

For I need the dough for dining and my wallet keeps on whining 

That it needs a Silver Lining and the baby needs new shoes. 

I’ve the dig-me-up-a-cure, man-gee-it’s-rotten-to-endure, man- 
When-you’ve-got-those-mournful-poor-man-Early-Christmas-Shopping Blues! 


SOME 
Blues! 
THE D—— ANNOUNCER WOOF! WOOF! 
Announcer (at concert): “The pian- There’s the barque upon the ocean, 
ist will now play ‘D’ melody.” There’s the bark upon the tree, 
Mose: “Looks like dey would tell But the bark of little Fido 
a pusson de name ob de melody.” Is a barearole to me! 
—Mary Margaret Chambers. —Alice W. Taylor. 
ONE ON EACH CHIN MAKING HIM FEEL HIMSELF 
The funniest thing I ever saw Lady: “My poor man, here’s a sand- 
From the woods of Maine to’Frisco’s __ wich and a cup of coffee for you.” 
shore, Tramp: “Would you mind playin’ 
Was a fat man with a double chin the piano for me while I eat? I get 
Playing a first and second violin! so homesick for the cabarets.” 


—R. A. J. —Claire Messmer. 
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THE ALL-DRESSED-UP-BUT- 
DON’T-KNOW-WHERE- 
TO-GO BLUES 


By Sidney L. Beatty 


The erease in my trousers is pointed, 
My manicured finger nails gleam— 
The hairs on my head are anointed 
With sweet smelling tonics and 
cream. 


I’ve got the 
All - dressed - up - but - don’t -know- 
where-to-go, 
The-all-pressed-up-but-sadly-low-in- 
dough— 
The spirit is willing 
To do something thrilling— 
The whom shall I stay with— 
And whom shall I play with?— 
The sad, melancholic 
Oh-where-shall-I-frolie 
Blues? 


The movies no longer are thrillin’; 
My ’phone is despondently still, 

No villain am I, yet I’m willin’ 
For anything to get a thrill. 

I’m willing to dabble with lottos, 
I’m willing to play blind-man’s 

bluff, © 
Or even a wild game of mottos 
With someone I like is enough! 


I’ve got the 
I’m _ well - groomed - with - polished - 
boots-and-spats— 
The fine-perfumed-with-nobby-suits- 
and-hats— 
The ready for action, 
Adventure, attraction— 
The eager for wooing 
Or anything doing— 
The-dressed-to-perfection 
Without-a-direction 
Blues— 
SOME Blues! 


SUGGESTION 
“Speaking of home and mother 
songs—” 
“&V ag 2”? 


“It’s a wonder somebody wouldn’t 
write a song about a real estate man. 
I’ve provided enough homes, and on 
easy payments, too.” 

—William S. Adkins. 
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IF POPULAR SONGS WERE 
ILLUSTRATED 


“FOR A SONG——” 


Music Dealer: “What is the name of 
the song you are looking for, Madam?” 

Mrs. Healy: “I don’t know, but it’s 
the song my husband is always buying 
used ears for.” 
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MOMENTS MUSICAL 
By Clara Phillippi Johnson 


Some folks get a bit ecstatic 
When the jazz pianist pounds; 
Others sit in trance hypnotic 
When the big pipe organ sounds. 
Some there are who are exalted 
When a violinist plays; 

Music, whatsoe’er its nature, 
Charms folks in a hundred ways. 


As for me, I tell you frankly 

I resort to pure bluff 

When I’m out with music lovers 

And they play the classic stuff. 

I say, “Wasn’t that delightful!” 
When the truth is, goodness knows, 
I’d much rather hear them playing 
“Where the River Shannon Flows.” 


When some devotee of music 
Murmurs: “Tell me, do you play?” 
“Yes,” I say, “I play pinochle!” 
Snappy come-back, I will say! 

But I’d love—Gee, how I’d love it!— 
Though ’twere ninety in the shade, 
Could I play the steam piano 

In the circus Grand Parade! 


LOYALTY 


A famous musician was present at 
an amateur recital. The completion 
of the first number was greeted by a 
burst of applause and the local friend 
of the great artist saw a mist of tears 
in his eyes. 

“You are touched by the beauty of 
the number?” questioned the friend. 

“No,’ was the answer, “I was think- 
ing of what I would give to have such 
friends.” 

—John Philip Sousa. 


THOSE I-WOULD-SPORT-THE- 
FRECKLES-IF-I-HAD-THE- 
SHECKLES BLUES 


By Eric Stephenson 


I love to steam on a wind-tossed 
stream 
On a plugging, lunging yacht. 
I’m simply daft ’bout a tossing craft— 
(But a row-boat’s all I got!) 
I love to tour over hill and moor 
In a tugging, chugging car. 
Oh, it would be nice if I had the 
price— 
(But a quarter can’t go far!) 


I love the gleam of the bright sun’s 
beam 
On golf-course, field, and flock. 
I love the trills of woodland rills— 
(But—my fishing rod’s in hock!) 
I love the notes from the sweet bird 
throats 
On plain and mountain peak. 
I love the roar of the wild seashore— 
(But, I earn twelve bucks a week!) 


I GOT THE 
Very offensive and highly-expensive 
blues. 
The rich-elbows-rubbing and swell- 
country-clubbing, 
The bunting and camping—the hunt- 
ing and tramping— 
The diving and fishing—the aim- 
lessly wishing 
Blues— 
SOME Blues! 


VERY TRUE 


Kind Old Lady: “You poor cripple! 
Here’s a dime for you! It must be 
hard to lose a leg.” 

Beggar: “Yes, mum, it’s even harder 
than losing a bass drum.” 


14 THE FUN SHOP 


IF POPULAR SONGS WERE 
ILLUSTRATED 


ya 


“Rose-Marie” 


MY UNFINISHED SYMPHONY 


(Dedicated to Sunny, My Princess 
Charming) 


By Hers-to-Command 


My life with you, dear Sunny, seems 
to me 
One varied, grand, Unfinished Sym- 
phony, 

Composed, so it would seem, of many 
bits 

That have come bodily from famous 
hits. 

Before I met you, life was, after all, 

As slow and dead as the 


Dead March From Saul 


And then, one wondrous day, my eyes 


saw you! 
Staccato went my heart! Crescendo, 
too, 
Went hope that I might win you for 
my own; 
*Twas then that first I felt so 
All Alone 


You must fave seen ‘the joke in 
my eyes 

Long, long before I came to realize 

That I could sing the song that’s ever 
new, 

Yet old as Adam’s courtship 


I Love You 


i feaiin Ae saet 
Ah, dear, do you recall the wondrous 
bliss 


Of 
oa A Little Love, A Litile Kiss 


Se ee ee 


re SSS Sea es 


Just a Jit-- tle love, a” lit tle kiss, 2.0... 
Pour um peu da ~ mour, un feu da mourn? 


And when I bid “Good night,” how 
sweet the strain 
In this unfinished work, 


Kiss Me Again 


Ah, Bea a See life is for me, 

Unfinished till we reach eternity! 

You are the treble clef, I am the bass; 

Sweet harmony results, dear, in our 
Case ; 

And I know, as I hold you in my arms, 

That Music hath its charms—but not 
YOUR charms! 


BOOK DEPARTMENT 


“You wish a book? Certainly. On the mezzanine you will find popular 
authors who are really popular, novels that are novel, and a circulating library 
with a healthy circulation. 

“Also burlesques and humoresques, criticisms and witticisms. If it is a book, 
we have it!” 


+ 
MY FUN SHOP! The “Book of Etiquette’ was one of 
the “best sellers” this last month. 
By M. W. Bannick It seems as if the public conscience 


is troubled again! 
If I’m feeling rather gloomy, 
Out of sorts and kinda blue, 
I’ve a scheme that makes me happy; 
Let me tell you what I do: 
I pick up the fam’ly album 
- Filled with ancient photographs; 
Every page within that volume 
Is good for a dozen laughs. 


Just one look at dear old Grandpa, 
Uncle Joe or Cousin Min 

Drives the dismal frowns to cover, 
Puts upon my face a grin; 

But the loud and hearty laughter 
Comes whene’er I take a squint 

At my baby legs in stockings 

Like a stick of peppermint. 


If we ever have some callers 
That are hard to entertain, 
We break down the wall of shyness 


With the pictures of Aunt Jane, i Bice Rson— 
So, of course, this prized possession 

I shall guard for all I’m worth, “Who’s yer favorite author, Dusty?” 
Our old-fashioned, plush-bound album— “I ain’t got none! I hates the wim- 
It’s the best joke book on earth! men an’ rithmatick burns me up.” 
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BETWEEN THE LINES 


Florian: “Say, Temus, has yo’ ebber 
had yo’ palm read?” 
Temus: “Ah sho’ has! 
*leben times, ah has.” 
Florian: “Golly, Temus! 
am a well read puhson.” 
—Myron W. Johnson. 


*Bout ten, 


Yo’ sho’ 


Truth is stranger than fiction, but, 
as the confessional magazines print it, 
not quite so decent. 


THE SHOOTING OF DAN 
McGRUE 


A Revised Version 


He talked to the dice, and he rattled 
em twice, 
Then spun them across the floor; 
They lit on seven or rolled eleven 
Nineteen times, or more! 
I’ve seen men buck to a hunch of luck 
While dice and dollars flew; 
But never class that could surpass 
The shooting of Dan McGrue! 
—H. 0. F. 


WOULD PLEASE HER 


Laura: “Could you suggest some- 
thing suitable for a girl friend’s birth- 
day?” 

Clerk: 
ends?” 

Laura: “Just the thing! She always 
reads the ends before she does the be- 
ginnings.” 


“How about these book- 


—Beth Pincus. 


After reading current books and 
magazines, the modern wife is dis- 
appointed if her husband proves true 
to her! 


JUST FOUND IT OUT 


Leonie: “I wish to get a divorce. 
My husband has the most terrible 
manners!” 

Lawyer: “Why did you not come to 
me before?” 

Leonie: “Why, I only bought the 
book on etiquette to-day.” 

—C. R. Snyder. 


TONY THE BOOTBLACK ON UNCLE TOM’S CABIN 


Lassa night me an my Mariouche weesa married twenna-five years. I say 
to her she should give-a feeft cents an I take-a her to-a da movie pitch. She 
say datsa fine. So she putsa eighta, nine-a, tenna keeds to da bed an we gonna 


go out an slebrate. 


Datsa fine pitch. Watsa called Uncla Tom’s House. 


One-a beega man he 


come-a in an he wanna buy Uncla Tom account heesa Slav. He saya he wanna 


make heem free so datsa he can go-a to work. Datsa funny beezness. 


Heesa 


gotta no peek, no shov—how he gonna go to work? 
Darsa gal Eliza sheesa frand Uncla Tom she say notting doin ecause-a da 
Presdent Abie Link he gonna have-a war to free Slavs an how he gonna have 


war if daresa no Slav to free. 


Sheesa right. 
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Putty soon deesa lawyer Max he tal her eetsa gonna been did. He say she 
gonna been sold the same which makesa her much sad. She no wanna go 
from her babby. So she holda da babby on her chest an runna queek when 
nobody issa look. She jump on litla beets ice what somewan chuck in da riv. 

Den daresa beega barks. Hetsa bleedhounds an day gonna chase Eliza. 
Datsa upset littla Eva an she die an go upstairs to Heaven. She canta no wait 
till bleedhounds eata Eliza. Den because Uncla Tom he leeva Eva die, some 
beega fresh guy whatsa called Simonize Legrease he geeva heem slap inna da 
face wid horse-stick. 

Datsa bad an my Mariouche she wanna I should go an geeva heem punch 
inna da nose. I say datsa only a pitch: datsa no for sure. Deesa peoples good 
frands an she say datsa fine way to be frandsan whatsa gonna happen when 


day dont not like each odder. 


Nexta year we gonna see nodder movie pitch. 


TOO PROPER 


Miss Sweet: “Are you familiar with 
Mark Twain, dearie?” 
Miss Highbrow: “Why, the idea! I 
am never familiar with anybody.” 
—Edward H. Dreschnack. 


THE WRECK OF THE 
HESPERUS 


A Revised Classic 
(With the Usual to Henry W.) 
By George S. Chappell 


It was the schooner, Hesperus, 
And she sailed away to sea, 
And the skipper has taken his little 
daughter 
To bear him company... . 


Now daughter, she was a modern maid, 
And her hair and skirts were short, 
And she went ashore with the Second 
Mate 
Whenever they struck a port. 


She danced ’til dawn in the music 
halls 


And, at times, I regret to say, 
When she reached the good ship, 
Hesperus, 
She was very, very gay! 


So the skipper cried, “Haul up the 
hook! 
We will make for the open sea.” 
And he steered a course that was far 
from land 
But, alas, no peace found he. 


For the wilful child a victrola had 
And some jazzy records, too, 
And from dusk to dawn she taught the 
steps 
Of the Charleston to the crew! 


Then the skipper moaned, from his 
bunk below, 
“Oh, why did I bring that child!” 
But the daughter answered never a 
word 
For she was, as you might say, wild! 
And the poor old skipper grew pale 
and wan 
And said, as he hit the deck, 
“This may be the good ship, Hesperus, 
But me, by Gosh, I’m the wreck!!!” 
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OUR OWN BOOK REVUE 
DEPARTMENT 


The Courtship of Miles Standish 

Miles Standish gets this Alden feller, 
and says: 
“T stutter, kid—youw tell ’er.” 
—Howard Dietz. 
» = = 
King Lear 

He gives his daughters his estate. 


The daughters give him—what? The 
gate. 
—Freckles. 
* * = 
The Atlas 


Though far from easy to unravel, 
It’s much the cheapest way to travel. 
—Loyal Graf. 


* = * 


The Bird Book 
I read it through etght times and then 
Mistook a robin for a wren. 
—Violet Lichtberg. 


* = * 


The Telephone Book 
If dramatized, it wouldn’t last; 
Too little plot, too large a cast. 
* * * 


The Seed Catalogue 
The pictures I admire for hours; 
They’re so much prettier than the 

flowers. 
* * 
The Cook-Book 

A very useful book indeed, 
If only cooks knew how to read. 


* = 12 


The R. R. Time Table 
The product of a mighty pen, 
Too deep for women... and most 
men. 
—C.. 8G. 


IF THEY HAD WRITTEN FOR 
THE CONFESSIONAL 
MAGAZINES 


Daniel DeFoe 

“The world will never know how I 
deceived it,” said Robinson Crusoe. 
“Friday was not a man, but a woman. 
If I can save someone else from tak- 
ing the dangerous path, this confes- 
sion will not be in vain. It was a 
desert island, and I was starved for 
love when I saw her little footprint 
in the sand...13°." 


* * * 


Charles Dickens 

“T am dying,” sobbed Little Nell. 
“Be good to my little bird when I am 
gone—my little bird, that the pressure 
of a finger would erush! It is all I 
have, now that the man I loved and 
trusted has deserted me.” 


*  @&) @ 


Lew Wallace 
“Kiss me!” commanded Ben Hur, 
“or get out of my chariot and walk!” 
I could have screamed. It was pitch 
dark, and four miles to Rome. 
—Judith Bender. 


THE CHILDREN’S HOUR, 
(With the Usual to Henry W.) 
By Clem G. Hanker 


“Between the dark and the daylight, 
When the night is beginning to 
lower, 
Comes a pause,” Mr. Longfellow said 
ae 
“That is known as ‘the children’s 
hour,’ ” 
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Sweet Edith, with laughter elfin, 
And Tom, with his heavy tread, 

I hear as J lie on my pallet; 
The darlings are going to bed! 

I hear them above me, and wonder 
What time it is getting to be; 

I grope for the watch ’neath my pillow 
And find it is twenty past three!! 


“Between the dark and the daylight,” 
You said it! O poet of the past! 
And darkly I ask myself whether 
My watch... 
are fast!!! 


or the children... 


Two days out—a pathetic snapshot 
of a gentleman who writes articles on 
etiquette and poise. 


UNDER COVER 


Ray: “Reading aloud isn’t as fash- 

ionable as it was when we were boys.” 

Norman: “No wonder. Look at the 
kind of books they print nowadays.” 
—Benjamin Gelasio. 


THE LAY OF THE LAST—— 
(With the Usual to Sir Walter Scott) 
By Wallace M. Bayliss 
Breathes there a pup with soul so dead 


Who never to himself hath said, 
“Oh, how I hate a Hot Dog stand!” 


Whose stomach ne’er within him 
turned 

As he has smelled his _ brothers, 
burned 


At every corner in our land? 

If such there be, go, mark him well; 

For him no mongrel yelps shall swell; 

Fine though his collar, proud his 
name, 

Countless his bones as wish could 
claim ; 

Despite blue ribbons, food that’s slick, 

Or Vet’rinaries when he’s sick, 

The wretch shall forfeit all renown 

And, doubly dying, shall go down 

To the vile end he ought to get-— 

Un-broiled, un-mustarded, un-et! 


THAT’S DIFFERENT 


Sheldon: “Reading, they say, calms 
the mind.” 
Belden: “Yes, but not if they hap- 
pen to be bills you’re reading.” 
—K. H. Mathers. 
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“Oh, it’s dramatic literature you want! Of course we have Shakespeare’s 


works; also his plays. 
Tabasco !”” 


IF WELL-KNOWN PLAYS WERE 
ILLUSTRATED 


“They Knew What They Wanted” 


SIMPLY WONDERFUL! 


Mrs. Highbrow (reading the dra- 
matic section) : “It says here that they 
are going to revive Julius Cesar in 
New York.” 

Mrs. Lowbrow: “Ain’t Science won- 
derful? And him being unconscious 
for nearly 2,000 years, too!” 

—Doris Jean Kratzenstein. 


And all the modern playwrights from Belasco to 


STAGE STRUCK 
By A. H. Gilfoyle 


I’m stage struck. I would like to be 
The lover in a play, 

That kind of life appeals to me, 
Likewise the handsome pay. 

My kisses, were I on the stage, 
Would hold like sticky mucilage; 
I’m sure I’d quickly be the rage 
At every matinée. 


In loving I’d be so intense 

And seize with such a grasp, 

Each lady in the audience 

Would give a gulping gasp! 

I'll bet that women everywhere 
Would mob me on the thoroughfare 
To get a little of my hair 

Or give my hand a clasp. 


Last night, in my mind’s eye, I played 
A very loving scene 

With filmland’s most alluring maid, 

A famous movie queen; 

I think it’s lucky I am not 

Employed upon some movie lot— 

My kisses would be so red hot 

They’d burn holes through the screen! 


THE CRIME 


Wilson: “Robertson liked old fash- 
ioned names, so he ealled his infant 
daughter ‘Sally.’ ” 

Page: “What happened?” 

Wilson: “Nine theatrical producers 
and five song publishers are suing him 
for infringement of copyright.” 

—Gertrude Bergen. 
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No ONE CAN PREDICT THE SUCCESS OF AN INFANT BY ITS “FIRST NIGHT PER- 
FORMANCE.” 


ANCIENT OF DAYS 


Thelma: “Mildred looks so young.” 
Wilma: “Yes, but I’ve heard her 
talk of seeing the original perform- 
ance of ‘Abie’s Irish Rose.’ ” 
—Lorna Herzfeld. 


KID, PLL HAVE YO | You WONT NEED 
TAKE YOu int THE FURS WHERE 
YOU'RE GOING! 


HARD PRESSED FOR MONEY 


As he hugged her up close on the stage 
in the play, 

Said the actor: “My salary’s earned in 
this way.” 

And the actress looked up as she stood 
by his side; 

“I am hard pressed for money,’ was 
all she replied. 

—Eugene Dolson. 


“All God’s Chillun Got Wings” 


USUALLY 


Porter: “What is the big news in 
the paper today?” 
Talbott: “Same old thing. One of 
the Follies marries one of the Foolish.” 
—Nathan G. Eichler. 


RESUME 


Mrs. Smith’s Christmas Offering 
A Boarding House Drama 


ae CARL ook 
THE CHICKEN aulelnan ease 


In Twenty-seven Parts Desire Under the Elms! 
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“Greeting cards? Yes, indeed. 


condolences.” 


SENT-I-MEANTS 
By Molly Anderson Haley 


“Sentiment sells Greeting Cards.” 
So say the manufacturers, but it’s a 
long step from the sent to the meant. 


ON YOUR ENGAGEMENT 


The Card She Sent 
So you’re engaged! My wish sincere, 
Is that you both may know 
Much happiness from year to year 
As down life’s path you go. 


The Card She Meant 
So you're engaged at last, I hear. 
I’ve wondered if you’d land him. 
I’ve always thought him mighty queer 
But maybe you can stand him! 


Picture postcards now require a two- 
cent stamp, practically doubling the 
cost of a vacation. 


CHRISTMAS SENT-I-MEANT 
By Louise Hale 
IN GENERAL 


The Card She Sent 
This gift is sent on Christmas Day 
Made just for You, and comes to say 
That from a heart of friendly cheer 
I wish you all that’s good this year. 


The Card She Meant 
This gift is sent on Christmas Day 
In hopes that You'll find out, some 
way, 


Everything from congratulations to 


Exactly what it’s meant to be, 
I didn’t when it came to me! 


VALENTINE SENT-I-MEANTS 
By Betty Stewart 
ANY HUSBAND TO HIS WIFE 


The Card He Sent 
“Sugar is sweet” was once a line 
On each authentic valentine, 
And I would quote the next line, too, 
Dear Wife of Mine, for “So are 
You.” 


The Card He Meant 
“Sugar is sweet” was once a line 
On each authentic valentine, 
Tt’s sweet all right, but sure as fate 
It’s fattening and youw’re overweight! 


A YOUTH TO HIS BEST GIRL 


The Card He Sent 
“The rose is red” they used to say, 
You know the rest; so, dear, today 
Just say it to your own heart, too, 
For that’s the way I think of you! 


The Card He Meant 
“The rose is red” they used to say; 
It strikes me it’s just pink today, 
My Valentine, washed-out and faint 
Beside your favorite brand of paint! 


ANY WIFE TO HER HUSBAND 


My Valentine, when I said “Yes,” 
I did not dream how life would bless 
Me through that word,—how dear 
you'd grow, 
And this is sent to tell you so! 
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The Card She Meant 
My Valentine, when I said “Yes,” 
Not for a minute did I guess 
When things went wrong the way 
yowd holler, 
Or how you'd look without a collar! 


NOT AT ALL 


No, dear Nan, you cannot call a 
store where sentimental valentines are 
kept, a mushroom. 


GRADUATION SENT-I-MEANT 


The Card I Sent 
The fact Commencement Day is here 
Must thrill your heart and bring good 
cheer, 
How satisfying to possess 
The knowledge you have earned suc- 
cess! 


The Card I Meant 
The fact Commencement Day is here 
Is not (let’s get this matter clear) 
Due to the brains youve manifested, 
But that the schools are so congested! 
—Barbara Grover. 


BIRTHDAY SENT-I-MEANTS 
By Joan Lopez 
TO ONE ON HER BIRTHDAY 


The Card I Sent 
Today will be bringing a Birthday, I 
know 
Though so lightly the footprints of 
years seem to fall, 
That they leave not a trace as they 
come and they go, 
And it’s hard to believe you have 
Birthdays at all. 


The Card I Meant 
Today will be bringing a Birthday, I 
know, 
As well as how many you've rung 
up before, 
Just thought I’d remind You I’m 
counting ’em so 
You wont try to lop any years off 
your score! 


The Card I Sent 
Another Birthday Season due! 
They must be glad events for you, 
For you grow younger all the while, 
And years that pass you always smile! 


The Card I Meant 
Another Birthday Season due? 
Well, this is what I’ve noticed, too, 
It takes more “make up” to get past 
On each new one than on the last! 


To A “poy? FRIEND! 


The Card I Sent 
Your Birthday’s here, Old Top, so take 
This message of Congratulations, 
Good Luck, for years I hope I’ll shake 
Your hand at Birthday celebrations! 


The Card I Meant 
Your Birthday’s here, Old Top, so take 
Time off to let this sink in, too: 
Don’t fool yourself that knickers make 
A “Rah Rah Coliege Boy” of you! 


VACATION SENT-I-MEANT 


TO HER NEXT DOOR NEIGHBOR 


The Card She Sent 
Just a ecard to tell you this, 
I’m having a good time and miss 
You heaps and heaps, I surely do, 
And only wish you were here too! 
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The Card She Meant 
Just a card to tell you this, 
I miss you, it’s a welcome miss, 
And how you manage I don’t see, 
When you can’t borrow things from 
mel 
—Florence Nelthropp. 


CHRISTMAS SENT-I-MEANTS 
By Molly Anderson Haley 
AS IN A LOOKING GLASS 


The Card She Sent 
I’m sending You this mirror, Dear, 
And hope that it reflects the cheer 
And happiness I’m wishing You 
At Christmas and the New Year 
through! 


The Card She Meant 


I’m sending You this mirror, Dear, 
Because I’ve noticed all the year, 
The only face that interests you 
Is yours, so take a good look, do! 


WITH THAT CALENDAR WITH A DAILY 
THOUGHT 


The Card I Sent 


A thought for every day, you see 
This calendar will bring You, 

And with each thought a wish from me 
For health and every gladness, too. 


The Card I Meant 


A thought for every day, you see, 

Because of all the folks I’ve known 

Wherever I have chanced to be 

You have the least thoughts of your 
own! 


JUNE SENT-I-MEANTS 
By Susan Kisler 
ACCOMPANYING THAT WEDDING GIFT 


The Card I Sent 
A wedding gift is on its way 
I like to feel that I, too, may 
In all your new-found gladness share; 
Congratulations, Happy Pair! 


The Card I Meant 
A wedding gift is on its way, 
And here and now I want to say 
Gifts should be tax-exempt, they too 
Are business losses, real and true! 


ON HER WEDDING DAY 


The Card I Sent 
I can’t forget that it’s today 
You start along life’s happy way 
Together, may the years just smile 
And bring you everything worth while! 


The Card I Meant 
I can’t forget that it’s today 
Yowve planned to throw yourself 
away: 
What were you thinking of, My Dear, 
To pick a husband who’s so queer? 


WITH A VANITY CASE 


The Card I Sent 
I’m sending you this little case 
With loads of good cheer in it. 
I'd like to see you face to face 
And wish you that this minute. 


The Card I Meant 
I’m sending you this little case, 
For every blessed minute 
All you think about ’s your face; 
So keep your war-paint in it! 


Pee eb oP UI AN ACNE D 


“Juvenile department? Naturally; it is one of our most important insti- 
tutions. And if you wish to park your infant, Madam, while you do your 
shopping, you will find a fully equipped kindergarten on the third floor.” 


HERE MISS STENOG, 
FILE THIS UNDER. 
NUISANCE?! 


His wife left baby at the office while 
she did a little shopping. 


KRAZY KINDERGARTEN I. Cash Clothes: 
Conducted by Dusty and Judy, Jr. “T vish I was a liddle dog, 
Beran cols Dot Charleston dence Id do, 
“Wile the class is taking its custi- i aril da Id ie a preoe 
fiery nap, Ieauc, seo wat you kin do = “™" toFtelt: betier as’ two! 


with the werd ‘forfeit.’ ” —Jean L. Poiacheck. 
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Teetcher: 

' “Kindly pervide us with a sentence 

containing the werd ‘denial,’ Violet 

deer.” 

Violet Ray: 

“Cleopattra was a queen of sutch stile 

She made men lose their harts with 
one smile, 

Till a snake called an asp 

Made her breeth her last gasp 

Rite there on the banks of denial.” 

—Eleanor Shepard. 
* * * 
Teetcher: 
“Lemuel, stop scratching and use 

“‘pellicose’ correckly.” 

Lemnvie Lissen: 

“You can puntch me all your mite on 
my stuck-out chest, 

And I ean take a horse’s shoe and all- 
most bend ’er; 

In fact I am a tuff guy in every place 


but one, 
So dont hit me in the bellicose its 
tender.” 
—Marie Felsch. 
= * * 
Teetcher: 


“Bizmark, take that gum out of your 
mouth and illistrate the werd ‘bulle- 
tin,” 

Bizmark Herring: 
“My unkle has lots of war sooveneers, 
But the ones that give him most pride 
Are a medal for braveness in his trunk 
And a bulletin his side.” 

* * * 
Teetcher: 

“Wlbows off the desk and use the 

werd ‘nuisance’ correckly, May.” 

May Time: 

“My 9 yeer old dog is still frisky 

And our canary is 3 but still gay, 

But my littel brother does nuthing but 
sleep 

Though he’s nuisance yestidday.” 

—Minne Travous. 


Teetcher: 

“Willyum, as long as your wispering 
you can tawk out loud and use ‘allevi- 
ate!” 

Will U. Please: 
“We went to Smittys house Sattiday 
And played and laffed and sung. 
Joe Merfy ate ham sanwitches, 
But alleviate only tung.” 

—Roy Brock. 


* * * 
Teetcher: 
“Justa, empty your mouth immed- 
ditly and try ‘dieting.’ ” 
Justa Little: 
“Drownding is a awfull deth, 
And so’s hanging yourself from a 
beam, 
I hate the ideer of choaking on gas 
But Id love to dieting ice creem.” 
—Clara Taylor. 


* 2 * 
Teetcher: 

“Why are you standing up on your 
feet, Sing, when everybody else is sit- 
ting down ware they belong? Tell us 
with ‘nicety.’ ” 

Sing Low: 
“T was mutch badee boy liss morning, 
And got spanked on tailee my shirtee, 
So now I must allee time standee 
Cause wen nicety I hurtee.” 

—Jessie Bender. 


® * * 
Teetcher: 
“See wat you can do with ‘trustee,’ 
Polly.” 
Polly Wansa Cracker: 
“My old ant is fussy wat she drinks, 
She likes the taist of cawfee but it 
dont agree, 
She says hot milk makes her hart 
feerce 
And she has her doubts of coco and 
she dont trustee.” 


—Alberta McMahon. 
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Teetcher: 

“The werd ‘malicious’ please, 
Howard.” 

How Peculiar: 

“Help! Merder! Merder! Help! 


I herd the peeple shout. Z 

Ah hah! The tramp of soldiers! 

The malicious been ealled out!” 
—S. H. Coughlin. 
* * #* ; 
Teetcher: 

“T. want Carrie to see how far she 

can earry ‘heresy.’ ”’ 
Carrie Laundry: 
“My mother sereetched a awful screetch 
And yelled: ‘O goodness me! 
Is that a crack in this bran new dish 
Or is it a heresy?’ ” 
—G. B. Kaufman. 

* * * 
Teetcher: 

“Td like the werd ‘junior’ off of 

you, Sally.” 

Sal Avation: 

“You cant ixpect to be a dog 

If you never was a pup, 

And if you dont plant seeds in April 

In junior flowers wont pop up.” 
—Lewis Rosener. 

Teetcher: 

“Wilyum, deer, come across with 

‘impolite.’ ” 
Bill O’F are: 
“T asked a geezer for a match 
Wen I found a stump last nite, 
But some guy queered it all and 
sed: 
‘Dont give that impolite!’ ” 
* * * 
Teetcher: 

“Silence wile I reed this telegram 
from Judy, Jr. She says for me to 
take the class as she is avoidably 
detained waiting for a funerel to go 
past. Now I wunt everybody to be 
quiet but Amos—the werd is ‘dis- 
eased.’ ” 


Amos Go Home: 

“A buntch of strangers sat around at 
our house 

And acted dum without a werd to 
say, 

But pop brawt out some stuff that 
came from Cuba 

And diseased the situation rite away.” 


* * * 


Teetcher: 
“Florence, tell the class a sentence 

with ‘hence’ in.” 

Florence Italy: 

“Though my father tells my mother 
how tired he feels, 

He hasent bin sweeping or ironing or 
patching ; 

Jest like roosters he does the crowing 

Wile the hence do the laying and 
hatching.” 

—WNelson Gleason. 


e ° * 


Teetcher: 
“Isadore deer, wats the news from 
‘Canada’ ?” 
Isadore Schutt: 
“T says to de delicatessen man: 
‘I wunt for a dime some potatoes, 
Some 2 for a nickels good kosher dill 
pickels 
And a Canada best tomatoes.” 
—Mrs. Wiliam G. Greenfield. 


* * * 


Teetcher: 

“Annie deer, your quite a poet, sip- 
pose you recite a little love song using 
the werd ‘screen.’ ” 

Anme Time: 
“I have diffrent reasons for loving 
things— 
I love babies fat but roast beef leen, 
I love the roses cawse their red 
But grass I love becawse it screen.” 
—Jessie Linehan. 
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Teetcher: 

“Thats a peachy Charlestin youre 
doing, Watty, and wile we’re having 
the ceeling repared perhaps you can 
occupy the time in giving us an ideer 
of something with ‘muzzle’ in it.” 
Watt A. Flattire: 

“‘Go to sleep, my angel child,’ 
Mama sung in acksents mild, 
‘If you dont sleep pritty quick, 
Muzzle spank you with a brick.” 
—EHmily Lusito. 
* * * 
Teetcher: 

“Lemuel, you can sneeze or you can 
kawff, but you cant keep on doing 
both. Now either sneeze or kawff the 
werd ‘arrears.’ ” 

Lemmie Out: 

“My little brother is jest like me 

In spite of the diffrents in yeers, 

For instans we both hate sausidges 

And to wash in back of arrears.” 
—Clyde Pitler. 


* * * 
Teetcher: 
‘Lenore deer, ‘boisterous’ off of 
3 
you.” 


Lenore Plump: 

“Theodore Chubb is a swell-hedded 
sheek, 

He sed gerls make too mutch fuss, 

But quick as a wink I ansered rite 
back: 

‘Well wat are you boisterous?’ ” 

* * * 

Teetcher: 

“Tzzie Black and Aintie Blue will 
please wake each other up and give us 
a duet entitled ‘collapse.’ ” 
Black and Blue: 

“We never get a wink of sleep 
Our cuzzin in the next room, Percy 
Kohn, 
Uses the hours from 10 to 2 
To collapse some gerl on the fone.” 
—Lucy Ludeken. 


Teetcher: 

“Lester, keep that thawtful expres- 
sion and give us the werd ‘falsify.’ ” 
Les Forgetit: 

“Tf your wondering why I stand so 
still 

As if I was stuck in a groove, 

Its because the buckle come off my belt 

And my trousers falsify move.” 


* * * 
Teetcher: 
“Miss Germs, let’s hear from you on 
the subject of ‘historian.’ ”’ 
Carrie Germs: 
“He claims, Your Honor, my nose got 
red 
From drinking home brewed wine, 
But he punched it, Your Honor, for 
burning the steak! 
—And that is historian mine.” 
—Stanley Truex. 


* « * 

Teetcher: 

“Please oblige the class with the 
werd ‘acquaintance,’ Amelia.” 
Meelie Mouth: 
“T make a little bow wen I tawk to 

fokes 

And my hair has the cutest natural 


cerl, 
O I feel so refined wen the grownups 
say: 
‘Sutch acquaintance simple little 
gerl!’” 
* * € 
Teetcher: 


“A small contribution using the 
werd ‘tour,’ Pearl deer.” 
Pearl E. Teeth: 
“My relations are scattered all over 
the werld, 
2 live by the sea ware its plezzant, 
2 live in the mountains and 2 in the 
woods 
And tour in jale jest at present.” 
—Amy Darlington. 
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Teetcher: 

“Wile Judy, Jr., is skipping rope 
with her trained rattlesnake, perhaps 
Thomas will come across with ‘tattoo.’ 
And dont let your lisp get away from 
you, Thomas.” 

Tommy Hawk: 

“My malteeth Eddie ith a very lovely 
tat, 

He used to be a titten once but dood- 
ness how he grew! 

And of corth Im also very fond of 


Freddy, 
Cawth darling little Freddy ith a dood 
tattoo!” 
2 * * 
Teetcher: 


“Amelia, ‘antidotes.’ ” 


Meelie Mouth: 
“She’s my mothers sister and she 
bakes me cakes 
And treets me as nice as can be, 
O others may call me a nuisants 
But my antidotes on me.” 
—Mrs. Lee Pepper. 
* * * 
Teetcher: 
“The word ‘commonplace’ off of 
you, Dora.” 
Dora Jar: 
“ “No, Dora,’ sed my mother, 
‘You cant go out wile it showers, 
So meenwile get your music 
And commonplace Harts and Flow- 
ers.’ ”? 
—Bessie Schramm. 
* * * 
Teetcher: 
“Lucy deer, ‘wiggle’—and sit still.” 
Luce Ends: 
“Our Sunday skool teacher’s a lemon, 
He even gets mad if I cawff, 
O sometime wen everyone’s looking 
I jest hope to goodniss his wiggle 
come off!” 
—L. E. Norrell. 


Teetcher: 

“Good morning, Izzy.” 
Izzy Reely: 

“No, only fair.” 


Teetcher: 
“Well, thats not bad. ‘Criminal’ is 
the werd.” 


Izzy Reely: 
“Feney notions baby’s got! 
His mouth he shuts up rude 
If mama every meel dont put 
Rich criminal his food.” 
—Silas F. Seadler. 
* * * 
Teetcher: 

“Allison, take your hed off your desk 
and put ‘laziness’ in a sentence.” 
Allie Rabbit: 

“Our baby attracks more attention 
than me 
Though I dont see why, I must say, 
Cause he cant do a thing except suck 
on one thum 
Wile he laziness crib the hole day.” 
¢ & ® 
Teetcher: 

“William, the werd ‘fanatic’ off of 

you, kindly.” 

Willie Sink: 

“Your mothers old dresses, a broken- 
leg stool, 

The old radio full of statick, 

Some frames without picktures, a old- 
fashioned lamp— 

Thats some things you get out of fan- 
atic.” 

—Mrs. Herbert Eisendraff. 
* * = 

Teetcher: 

“Beetrice, lets heer a sentence with 

the werd ‘juicy.’ ” 

Bee Seated: 

“T jest called Lizzie Jones a mutt— 
She slapped me on the jaw; 

O boy a million skillion stars!! 
Juicy wat I saw?” 
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Teetcher: 
“Kittie, a small order of ‘aspara- 
gus.” 
Kittie Kat: 
“A mouse goes ‘squeek’ and a dog 
goes ‘woof.’ 
A elefant goes ‘sqush sqush’ with its 
feet, 
A duck goes ‘kwack,’ 
A erab goes back, 
And asparagus ‘tweet, tweet, tweet.’” 
—Marion Harriman. 
2 ® * 
Teetcher: 
“Sidney, stop shoveling your feet 
and use the werd ‘catgut.’ ” 
Sid Strate: 
“There was excitement up at my house, 
The kids ran to see the site; 
Our yellow catgut kittins 
And every one was wite!” 
* cl * 
Teetcher: 

“Lemuel, I want ‘burden’ used in a 

sentence.” 

Lemmie Lone: 

“10 pidgins stood on the raleroad 
track 

As a trane rushed down the line. 
One cried ‘Tweet tweet’? and the rest 

flew off, 

So a burden time saved 9.” 

—R. E. Charnow. 
* * % 
Teetcher: 

“Oscar, I hear your little brother 
got his stummick cawt in the door. 
How is he getting along. Use ‘Him- 
alaya’ wile your about it.” 

O. Shucks: 
“He felt something fearse this morn- 
ing— 
O boy how his stummick did ake! 
But you awt to of saw him recover 
Wen ma make Himalaya eake!” 
—Claire Shepard. 


Teetcher: 

“Wilyum, can you use the werd 
‘rheumatism’ correckly ?” 
Bill Fuss: 

“Wats that dredful 
mother ast me. 

‘It sounds like someone ripping up the 
flooring !’ 

‘Pop’s sleeping on the couch in there,’ 
I told her, 

‘I jest peeked in the rheumatism snor- 
ing’ ” 


noise?? my 


—NMargery Rimmer. 
* * ¢ 
Teetcher: 

“Ella, pay attention and use the 

werd ‘partisan.’ ” 
Ella Kewshin: 
“T must be in bed by 9 o elock 
No matter how I beg or weep, 
But you bet wen I grow up Ill go 
To partisan dances, not sleep.” 

e « s 
Teetcher: 

“Justin, take your elbows off of the 
desk and illistrate the werd ‘porcu- 
pine’ for the class.” 

Justin Case: : 
“<‘Though ham genrelly gives you 
stummick ake 

And sausidge makes you whine, 
Why is it,” my mother sed to me, 
‘That still for porcupine?” 

—Bert Greenwald. 

* * * 

Teetcher: 

“Lets heer from cute little Dorthy, 
who will ill—illistrate—darn that 
werd!—the use of ‘demure’ with lan- 
tern slides.” 

Dot R. Eyes: 

“The young man sed, ‘Oh dainty 
Miss, 

You wouldnt miss, I’m sure, one kiss 

Or even more!’ She shook her hed, 

‘Demure the merrier!’ she sed.” 


OU Me Sl A he EB PAR? M.D NF 


“You are looking for our ‘Great Reductions’ as advertised in the daily 


papers? 


“You will find some splendid opportunities in our Outsize Department. Also 


snappy styles for stylish stouts. 
Bureau of Weights and Measures.” 


Fat men, according to an insurance 
company, are nearly always honest. 

And a fat woman, who admits she 
is fat, 1s honest. 


INFLICTUS 
A Revised Classic 
(Begging the Pardon of W. E. Henley) 
By Lee Shippey 


Out of the fat which covers me, 
Making me sleek from heels to poll, 
I thank whatever gods may be 
For my unconquerable soul. 


In the fell clutch of diet thin 
I have not wept nor cried aloud; 
At training’s bludgeonings I grin; 
My neck is flabby yet unbowed. 


Whatever mirrors I confront 

Looms but the horror of my shape, 
Yet faithfully I do my stunt, 

Roll somersaults just like an ape. 


-Roll on, ye seasons! I will roll 

With you, until I’m slim and flat. 
I am the captain of my soul! 

I shall be master of my fat! 


Second floor, between the diet kitchen and the 


i 


“Something’s wrong wi’ thish weigh- 
ing machine!” 


SOON 


Farrar: “Haven’t the neighbors a 
family skeleton?” 
Mrs. Farrar: “They will have, if she 
keeps on reducing.” 
—Sunny. 
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, MY GOSH! 'vE GAINED 
TWENTY POUNDS SINCE 


; YESTERDAY ¢ 


A friend of mine and his little 
daughter stepped in front of a weigh- 
(a : ing machine the other day. 

The little girl got on the scale and, 
as with the best of us, the father put 
a cent in the slot. 

When the indicator spun around to 
the figure of her weight, he said: 
“Why, Dorothy, I thought you weighed 
much more than that!” 

“Why, Daddy,’ she replied in a 
hurt voice, “what can you expect for 
a cent?” 

—E. V. Shields. 


HOPELESS 
Gat Messmer: “My wife’s been trying to 
ANDERSON — reduce, and is having a very hard 
time.” 
OPTIMISTIC Rev. Hodge: “Tell her to have faith. 


Remember, faith will move moun- 
Helen: “No, I won’t marry you. tains.” 


You’re too fat!” ~ Messmer: “You may have seen 
Roy: “Then T’ll reduce. All women ., mountains, but you’ve never seen my 
like things that are reduced.” wife.” 


—L. O. Chernay. —Rev. B. E. C. 


BUA R B2ER Boe Oe 


“The Barber Shop? Right this way. I will let you in on the ground floor. 
Separate chairs for gentlemen. In the ladies’ department all our shingling is 
done by union carpenters. All our bay-rum is pre-war!” 


A REMINDER 


Louise: “Why do you always powder 
your nose when you enter a barber 
shop, dearie?” 

Anita: “The porter always says: 
‘Shine!’ ” 


GRADUATION SONG FOR A 
BARBER’S COLLEGE 


We're chronic hair tonic purveyers, 
Witch Hazel and Bay Rum we lave; 
We cannot get jobs as bricklayers, 
So we’re learning instead how to 
shave. 
With towels on your jowls we are 
friskers, 
And learning to handle the shears; 
So, come let us cut off your whiskers, 
Your nose and a couple of ears. 


TWO SOULS WITH 
BUT A SHINGLE 
THOUGHT. 


Chorus WHO’S WHO—AND WHY 


Say, Bum! Bay Rum? Fisher: “I thought you were going 
What’ll you have on your hair? to grow a beard and boss your wife.” 

Lilac, Shylock? Roberts: “I started to, but she made 
You ain’t gotta dime you can spare? me shave it off.” 

Say, Bo! Lay Low! —Mrs. B. C. Hollister. 
We don’t wanna cut off your beak. 

Three cheers! Free Beers! Modern girls are not so bad, even 
We get our diplomas next week! though they have reverted to bobber- 


—Arthur L. Lippmann. ism. 
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HAIR SALVAGE AS A BUSINESS 
By Dr. Walter E. Traprock 


In no way is our national wastefulness more evident than in the fact that 
during the great wave of hair-bobbing nothing has been done to preserve and 
utilize the tremendous crop of hair which has annually gone to waste. It has 
remained for a new company, the Traprock Tress Co., Inc., to accomplish this 
splendid work. 

Our first task is the assembling of the surplus hair from the thousands of 
barber-shops to our hair-storage warehouse. It comes to us in bales. Six 
hundred nimble-fingered girls then sort the hair, grading it for length, fineness, 
and color. Measuring hairs, particularly for fineness, is very exacting work. 
It then passes to our manufacturing plants where it is fabricated into the hun- 
dreds of useful objects for which it is adapted. The skill of our art and 
textile departments has created a new demand for hair-shirts, once much worn 
but which went out, due to their irritating effect on the skin. The Traprock 
Tress Co. has perfected a process which absolutely removes the itch and makes 


these garments ideal. 


Our weaving mill has not neglected the rug-field and we are turning out beau- 
tiful designs with blonde centers and raven borders, titian red runners and 
sandy bath-mats especially suitable for beach-cottages. 

Our next step will be to eliminate the middle-man, in this case the barber, 


and furnish our products direct to the hair-loving public. 


Our motto is “From 


the Head to You,” and persons interested in decorating their homes with self- 
grown crops are urged to communicate direct with the Traprock Tress Co., 
where the smallest order will receive the best attention. 

Note: Kindly mention Tue Fun SxHop when writing. 


SHINGLES 


Says the Flapper: 
I must shingle my hair. 


Says the Irate Father: 
I must shingle my son. 


Says the House Owner: 
I must shingle my roof. 


Says the Young Lawyer: 
I must hang out my shingle. 


Says the Inebriate Hubby: 


I wish I w’ash shingle m’self. 


—Mrs. B. B. Blume. 


OH, FOR THE GOOD OLD DAYS! 
By Arthur O. Ihrie 


Backward, turn backward, oh, Time, 
in your flight, 

I’ve got to go get a hair cut tonight; 

Take me again to the old barber shop 

Where in a chair I could very soon 
hop. 

I’m sick and tired of women I see 

Waiting to get a hair cut before me; 

I don’t like modern shops, they are 
not right; 

I want an old-fashioned barber to- 
night. 
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Gimme the days when the men, old 


and young, 

Had an escape from the feminine 
tongue; 

Where we found freedom our thoughts 
to express 


While we played Seven Up, Checkers 
and Chess; 

Where we could gather to cuss and 
discuss 

Candidates, politics, wars and such 
fuss. 

That is all changed now, since women 
have bobbed; 

Man of his very last sanctum they’ve 
robbed. 


Many’s the battle that’s been fought 
and won; 

Many’s the race in the barber shop 
run; 

Many elections have been settled here, 

Waiting our turn in the old barber’s 
chair. 

Now the talk’s changed to the latest 
in clothes, 

How long shall sleeves be and how 
short the hose; 

So backward, turn backward, oh, Time, 
in your flight, 

Find me an old-fashioned barber to- 
night! 


WAITING FOR HIM 


Her Little Brother: “Did you ever 
shave at our house?” 

Sister’s Beau: “Why no, Tommy. 
What makes you think that?” 

Her Little Brother: “Well, papa 
said there’d be something doing the 
next time he saw your mug around 
here.” 

—Esther Weitstein. 


THE ETERNAL FEMININE 


“Great Heavens, grandma, why did 
you bob your hair!” 
“Because your grandpa told me not 
to.” 
—Minnie Kolber. 


Teetcher: 

“Lemuel, the werd ‘departure.’ ”’ 
Lemmie Bee: 

“T told the barber to cut my hare 

So’s it would lay down fiat, 
But my mother sed, ‘Wy in the name 
of sents 
Departure hare like that.” 
—Hugh Keesling. 


THE FUTURE WILL TELL 


Fresh Young Man (entering barber 
shop with air of importance): “How 
long will I have to wait for a shave?” 

Barber: “From the looks of your 
face, about two years.” 

—Theodore Keogh. 


At a prominent Chicago barber shop 
the kiddies have their hair cut while 
sitting on hobby horses. 

It is undoubtedly a clever bit of 
propaganda to impress on Young 
America, at an early age, that one 
who plays the ponies usually gets 
trimmed! 


NO BEAUTY VISIBLE 


Dora: “They say she had her face 
lifted.” 
Hattie: “Perhaps to see if they 
could find any beauty underneath.” 
—Mrs. L. T. Hogan. 


According to the prices charged for 
cosmetics they ought to be called 
“booty” parlors! 


R A D I O 


“A radio set? We have only the latest models with wave-lengths to suit 


your figure! 
“Miss Heterodyne, will you kindly tune in with this gentleman?” 


+ 
Says THE Rapio Bug: “AND WHAT IS SO RARE AS A NIGHT IN TUNE.” 


THE FUN SHOP RADIO STATION 


Announcer—This is station MFJ broadcasting from THe Fun Suop studios. 
The first number on our program will be Madam Sereechi, our prima donna, 
who is suffering from a vocal solo.. She thinks she’ll feel better when she gets 
it out of her system. Madam Screechi. 

Madam—La, la, whee-e-e-e-e! Oooo! La, la, whee-e-e-e-e-e! 

Announcer—That’s not static, folks, that’s Madam Screech. All right, 
kiddies! Are you listening in? Uncle Ned will now give you one of his bedtime 
stories. 

Uncle Ned—Bang! At the report of the rifle the Indian staggered and fell, 
drilled through and through by a bullet from the rifle of Buffalo Pete, the 
trusty scout. He fired again and again as the Indians— 

Announcer—Hold on, Uncle Ned! That’s no bedtime story! 

Uncle Ned—Yes, it is. I was a kid once myself and that’s the kind of a 
story the kids like. 

Announcer—Maybe, but that isn’t what they expect these days. Tell ’em 
one about Johnny Rabbit, Billie Meadowmouse and so on. Go ahead! 

Uncle Ned—With a stifled curse Johnny Rabbit leaped upon his old enemy, 
Billie Meadowmouse. His teeth flashed murderously and fastened on the throat 
of his victim. Scream after scream split the midnight air— 

Announcer—Be seated! Professor Alexander Bughopper will now lecture 
on “Diagnosis of Warts and Bunions on South American Hoptoads.” Pro- 
fessor Bughopper. 

The Professor—In discussing the bacteriopathology of synxanthus concern- 
ing the epidermis of the genus—hey! What do you mean by—ouch! 

Announcer—That’s right, boys! Gag him! You'll have to excuse us, folks, 
but this pest has been bothering you for a long time from other stations, and the 
only way we could get him was to lure him here. Station MFJ signing off! 


MODERN REQUIREMENTS GETTIN’ TOO GOOD 

“What was the trouble with your Penn: “Does your radio work 
old minister?” good?” 

“We just had to let him go,” re- Quinn: “Work good? Man, I got 


plied the Deacon. “He was a splendid Chicago so plain last night I could 

man in every way, but his voice didn’t smell the stockyards!” 

broadeast well on the radio.” —Mrs. Charles C. Flaum. 
—W. P. Ruggee. 


SOME BOOK WORMS HAVE TURNED INTO RADIO BUGS! 
36 
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Recharging the storage battery with 
energy. 


A BULLETIN FROM DR. 
TRAPROCK 
Fun Shop Radio Station MF J 
Lat. 90%, Long. O 

Here I am back at the old Pole, 
which I know well enough by now to 
call by its first name. 

Spring is opening up nice. I have 
made three trips since last writing and 
the big flapper-blimp is working great. 
Our twin-wheeze Weasel-engines, op- 
erating on condensed milk, are the 
sweetest bits of mechanism I have 
ever seen. Found my crew eating 
some of the cakes of solid alcohol 
yesterday and had to discipline them 
severely. 


Plans for Tue Fun SuHop Hotel and 
Cottages are complete and we will 
break ground shortly. Slightly an- 
noyed by the actions of our building 
site, 200 acres, more or less. Being 
part of the great floe, it keeps moving. 
Fortunately the last shift brought us 
two miles nearer the Pole. I have now 
moored the whole works to the Pole 
itself. If that gives way we will 
have it with us. If we’re not at the 
Pole the Pole will be at us. Keep up 
advertising and sell all the stock you 
can. 

The big berg, see last dispatch, sank 
at its mooring night before last due 
to overcrowding by red-cross seals 
which infect it during the mating sea- 
son. It tipped over and went down 
with all on board. The whales evi- 
dently felt badly about this for their 
blubbering could be heard for miles 
and their oily tears covered all open 
water. Very affecting. 

The Aurora Borealis is now in full 
flower and the whole countryside is a 
mass of color. The natives are getting 
in the summer ice-crop. As I write I 
hear them singing in their quaint, fur- 
bearing dialect, “Hilskede, eilskede, 
togvrod gebrout.” (Ice is nice, ice is 
nice, cutaway, Brother, eut away.) 

Speaking of ice, shoot me up a cou- 
ple of good-sized shakers. I have all 
the other ingredients. More anon. 


Teacher: 

“Ima, you’re a steady girl—use the 
word ‘erratic.’ ” 
Ima Peach: 

“A radio bug—Sally Pattic— 
Couldn’t tune in a thing except static, 
Now she’s nuts—absobally— 
And each evening poor Sally 

Broadcasts to herself in erratic!” 
—M. E. Elsas. 
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FUN SHOP HOUSEHOLD HINTS 


eee 


Diy BROADCAST! 
STATION: oy | 


Bird cage with aerial and miniature 
recewing set. No feeding or bathing 
the canary. All this is done at broad- 
casting station. 


THE FUN SHOP 


Announcer—Hello, folks! 


Fun Suxop studios by remote control. 


Fun SxHorp minstrels! 


JOHN ANDERSON, MY JO, JOHN 
A Revised Classic 
(With the Usual to Bobby Burns) 
By George Shepard 
B 


John Anderson, my jo, John, 
When we were first acquaint 

There were no flappers then, John, 
Wi’ cheeks bedecked wi’ paint. 

I was a comely lass, John,... 
At least ye told me so,... 

But all my color was my ain, 
John Anderson, my jol 


II 


John Anderson, my jo, John, 

When you and I were young, 

There were no jazz-bands then, John, 
And simple songs we sung. 

Now “Annie Laurie” crackles 

From out our radio! 

I wonder which ye like the best, 
John Anderson, my jo! 


RADIO STATION 


This is station MFJ, broadcasted from THE 


We will now be entertained by THE 


Persimmon—Onur first song, folkes, shall be dat delightful little epic, ’titled: 


“Silky Threads on Five Dollar Bills.” 


Interlocutor—Nonsense, Persimmon! 


the Gold.” 


You mean “Silver Threads Among 


Persimmon—I thought it had somethin’ to do with money, Mistah Inter- 


loecurnal. 
bills? 


Interlocutor—That’s interesting, Persimmon. 


of it? 


Did you know I had a job once, paintin’ silk threads on five dollar 


But what did you get out 
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Persimmon—Mabh lawyer got the five dollar bills and I got de 30 days. Now, 
folkes, we will warble dat mournful stanza, ’titled “My Red Hot Mamma’s Got 
Cold Feet, But She Cooled Me With A Rolling Pin.” 

Announcer—We’ve just received a message from Mr. I. D. Clair, of Way- 
backken, Rhode Island, who wants to know why we don’t have more bedtime 
stories. What do you want us to do, Mr. Clair? Tuck you in? Mrs. Targets, 
of the State Home for Aged Infants, wants to know what MFJ stands for. 
You’re on the wrong wave length, Mrs. Targets. MFJ never stands when he 
can sit down. Now here’s a wire from Jones and Son, of this city. It says, 
‘Gf your account is not settled in full by the first of the month, we will place 
same in hands of our attorneys”’—er—pardon me, folkes. I guess that’s per- 
sonal, I—er—read the wrong wire. This is—er—station MFJ signing off. 
Good night! 


FUN SHOP STATION MFJ RADIO HIGH CHAIR 
SUGGESTS: 


Loud and soft pedals for radios as Mother will appreciate this as it will 
on pianos. keep baby quiet and entertained. 


SS PlOe Rh Ie N=G GOO Gia. 


“Sporting goods? We carry an extensive line on the fourth floor. Our ten- 
nis rackets are the loudest known and this week we are offering one or two 
specials, such as our new self-curving baseball and the ‘Traprock’ golf-ball 
which squeaks when lost! 

“We are also offering as a premium a book of fish-stories with every fishing 
rod. . 

Ae 


AN UNUSUAL BASEBALL EXPERIENCE 
By Dr. Walter E. Traprock 


I have to smile when I read of the elaborate training methods, the southern 
trips, and the carefully manicured playing fields which go to make up the 
modern game of baseball. Splendid game that it is, I fear that it has lost 
some of charm by over-development. 

I learned my baseball in the old back-lot school. We used to meet back of 
the Melodeon factory, where we had a diamond that was a diamond “in the 
rough” I can tell you! Several of them, in fact, for it was a poor Saturday 
when there were not at least four games going on at once. Now the playing 
area was not large enough to accommodate four games without having the 
outfields overlap, which they always did. 

I was in great demand as an outfielder, for I could cover an enormous amount 
of territory and had a wing of steel. One afternoon an embarrassing condi- 
tion arose. The Derby Hat Browns, our home team, were fighting for the state 
pennant with Ansonia. On the same day the Melodeon Factory team was to 
play off a tie with their bitterest rivals, the Safety Pin Factory outfit. My 
services were demanded by both the Browns and the Melodeons. 

I found a solution by playing right field for one team and left field for the 
other out in the overlapping territory of which I have spoken and I had the 
unusual pleasure of catching, simultaneously, two smashing hits in the ninth 
inning, one with each hand, retiring both the opposing sides and winning two 
games at once for my beloved home town. 

To this day I am known to many of my old friends as Two-in-One Trap- 
rock. 
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The tired business man thought he 
heard a sound like the crack of a base- 
ball bat! 


THE FAIR SEX! 


“Does your wife understand base- 
ball?” 

“No; if I were to tell her that a 
player has laid down a bunt, she’d 
probably want to know if he had got- 
ten tired of holding it.” 

—Les Van Every. 


A STORY ABOUT FRANK 
CHANCE 


That the late and celebrated Frank 
Chance, famous manager of the old- 
time champion Chicago National 
League Baseball Club, took his base- 
ball seriously is illustrated by an anec- 


dote related, some years ago, by his 
pal, Hugh Fullerton. 

The Cubs were fighting hard for a 
certain game. It was a pitcher’s bat- 
tle and the enemy finally won. Chance 
was very gloomy after the defeat, and 
walked from the club house as though 
he had lost his best friend. 

“Well, cheer up, Frank,” said Mrs. 
Chance, “you still have me.” 

“Yes,” shouted Chance, “and there 
were a couple of times this afternoon 
T’d have traded you for a base hit.” 


Our Own Invention 


The extension baseball bat for heavy 
hitters that pitchers are afraid of! 


WILD WILLIE 
Willie, playing by himself, 
Took some dishes from the shelf, 
Saying: “Indoor baseball’s great! 
Here’s a pitcher and a plate.” 
—Rudie Landauer. 
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THE “BUSHER”! 

By RB. E. Alexander 
“Look who’s here! Say, what’s y’r 
name? 


Hey, fellers, looky what I got? 
Willie—WILFRID! Fie f’r shame! 


You're Bill—f’rgit th’ Wil—You 
What? 

You don’t LIKE Bill! Say—lis’n, 
kid, 


I didn’t ask y’ if y’ did! 


“Ever play ball? All right—we’ll see. 
You play left-field till Chippy 
comes, 
Then y’ e’n carry things f’r Me— 
Y’m pitchin’ this year fr th’ 
Bombs; 
B-o-m-b, remember, Bo— 
When we go off, why, up things go! 


“Migosh! THAT was an easy one! 
You want a bushel-basket, hey? 
You went’n’ give them that there run! 
I'll bat f’r you, of course, t’day. 
Hey, there—watch out! RIGHT in 

yr hand! 
WELL! What did y’ drop it fr? 
Y’re canned! 


“Say, what’s y’r last name, Bill? Du- 
pree? 
Does your Dad keep that new 
‘Sweet Shoppe’? 
He DOES! Hey, fellers, he e’n be 
Ketcher, can’t he? Well—short- 
stop. 
All right. 
goes— 
Now, WILLIE, bust ’er on th’ nose!” 


BATTER UP! Here 


NOT GUILTY 


Constable: “Judge, these boys were 
playing baseball on Sunday.” 

Justice of the Peace: “What was the 
score, boys?” 

Their Captain: “23 to 19.” 

Justice: “That ain’t baseball. 
charged!” 


Dis- 


—R. L. Hanscher. 


GEE | GOTTA DO 
SUMPIN’ NOW, \'LL BET 


“THATS A BG LEAGUE 
SCOUT WATCHIN’ mE! 


ok OSM ne 


Dusty 


CONSIDERATE 


“Why didn’t you steal second when 
I gave you the signal?” demanded the 
manager. 

“Aw, I kind o’ hated to do that,” re- 
plied the youngster. “It wouldn’t look 
right after the pitcher givin’ me first 
on balls.” 

—Cyril Frosh. 
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COLLEGE GAME IT HAS ITS USES 
“The mathematics professor wants “T don’t know much about golf,’ ad- 
to pitch for us to-day.” mitted Uncle Ike, “but if a feller has 
“Can he hold ’em down?” to have an excuse for takin’ a walk, I 


“Well, I’m sure he’ll never pass s’pose that’s as good as any.” 
anybody.” 
—WMichael Capanier. 


THE DUFFER’S REVENGE 
By H. K. Smith 


Angus MacJigger, the golfing professional 
Ruled like a Czar at the Meadowmere Club. 
Golfers came to him, a dreary processional, 
Striving to rise from the ranks of the dub. 
Angus gave lessons (twelve-fifty an hour) 
Harried his victims on fairway and green, 
Pointed out errors with countenance dour 
Poured words like these on each humbly bowed bean: 


“Mon, that’s a gowf-club! Ye’re not diggin’ trenches! 
Keep yer-r heid still! Hae ye springs in yer-r neck? 
That gr-rip might be useful on gas-fitter’s wr-renches, 
But not a mashie. Weel, that’s a fine wr-reck 
Ye’ve made o’ the wee ball! And look at that divot! 
Just look at the traps in the course ye hae gotten! 
Did Pavlowa teach ye that elegant pivot? 
Ye numbskull! Ye’re hopeless! Ye’re awfu’—ye’r-re rotten!” 


Angus MacJigger, one ill-fated afternoon 
Learned to play bridge from the worst of the lot. 
Angus had sworn there was never a dafter loon 
Sliced, topped, or otherwise foozled each shot. 
Ten cents a point .. . when the rubber was finished, 
Angus’ partner arose in a rage, 
And led the discussion with this verbiage: 
(His bank-roll by seventeen berries diminished.) 


“MISTER MacJigger, may I be permitted 
To ask why in Hoyle you discarded that spade 
Instead of the club four? And why that half-witted 
Revoke when we had that no-trump contract made! 
Were you saving that ace for the next hand, or did 
N’t you learn how to count in the little red school? What in 
Thunder possessed you to pass that last bid? 
You dummy! You’re hopeless! You’re awful! You’re rotten!” 
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THE GOLF BAG NOT SUCH A BAD ANSWER 


A well-known actor was recently 
playing golf with a clerical opponent. 
Things were going badly with the 
Church, and the minister became more 
and more depressed as the game went 
on. 

At last the actor remarked, cheerily, 
“After all, sir, don’t forget you may 


By Charles H. Haan 


My game of golf is far from grand, 
But this I swear is true; 

One day I shot an eagle and 
A brace of birdies, too. 


While hunting, later in the day, be burying me some day!” 
Armed with my trusty gun, “Well, what’s the good of that?” 
I spied two black-birds far away came the reply. “Even then it would 
And made a hole in one! be your hole.” 


—Walier J. Goldsmith. 
DR. WALTER TRAPROCK GOES GOLFING! 


“I am reminded of an experience the time I won the Blue Grass Cup in Ken- 
tucky,” said Dr. Walter E. Traprock. 

“Do tell, Doctor,” I urged. 

“Well,” said the great traveller, “it was like this. I had come through to 
the finals and was pitted against Harry Bardon. The match had an international 
flavor and excitement ran high in both countries. 

“Waiters from the club followed us about with trays of mint juleps. From 
the tenth hole where we were even up it was nip-and-tuck. First I would take 
a nip and Harry would take a tuck, and vice-versa. We were six down to each 
other on the eighteenth, which as you know is a water hole. 

“Bardon, in an attempt to pitch over with his mashie, succeeded only in 
pitching over on his face, but on the second attempt landed nicely about twelve 
from the cup. Whether it was the sight of so much water or the strain of the 
match I was frankly nervous. However, I stood up, addressed the ball in a 
few well chosen words, closed my eyes and drove. A tremendous cheer told us 
I had landed in the lake. But wait— 

“Instantly I strode into the water, resolved to play out if possible. Just 
as I reached my ball it disappeared beneath the surface. I realized what had 
happened. From the lake was pumped the water used to water the greens. The 
ball had been sucked up with it. I knew the exact arrangement of the pipes, 
which, in fact, had been laid out under my direction. 

“ ‘Gentlemen,’ I said, turning to the gallery, ‘the match is not over, but I 
must ask you to be patient. I think you will find my ball on the green.’ I then 
waited the exact length of time I figured it would take my ball to travel up 
through the pipe into the tank and out again to the eighteenth green which, 
being the nearest to the club house, was the first in order of distribution. 
Imagine their amazement when I finally walked over to the hose connection, 
turned the faucet and saw my ball drop out on the edge of the green. 

“Bardon was so overcome that he took three puts and two juleps to hole out. 
I holed from the edge of the green and the cup stayed in America. And that, 
Sir, was the tightest match I was ever in.” 
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THE FUN SHOP SPORT NEWS 


fry Dusty: “Wish these guys ’ud quit 

1B) talkin’ about the exercise they’re 
hi takin’ !”” 

An exceptional “follow through” 

stroke noted on the golf links the 

other day. 


A ROD AND REEL STORY 


My old friend, Ralph A. Fitzhugh, and I were speaking of fishing. 

“Naturally the largest fish are the ones which get away,” he said. “Two 
years ago I was visiting in Utica, N. Y. I knew that there were fish in the 
locks of the Erie Canal, probably lock-locked salmon who had chosen the canal 
route to avoid the leap over Niagara Falls. 

“One evening I repaired to the nearest lock with a tarpon outfit. Reason- 
ing from the probable food supply I baited my hook with a banana. I got 
action instantly. On the first cast the line spun out and I knew that I was 
hitched to a leviathan. A terrific struggle followed in the midst of which came 
the blast of a whistle. The night boat for Albany was entering the lock! 

“The desperate fish dashed against the boat, careening her sharply. But 
the impact stunned him. I reeled on and began cautiously to haul him up the 

bank. But I reckoned without his displacement. As I pulled him out, the 
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normal level of the canal began to go down. Cries of alarm rang from the 
boat, which lay on her side, until, with a sigh, I threw the great fish back into 
the canal. With both fish and ship in the lock it was filled to overflowing and 
a cataract of water poured over the gates. The salmon revived, seized his 
opportunity and, an instant later, rushed over the falls carrying with him my 
rod, line, and a cherished reel studded with twelve jewels which had been pre- 
sented to me by the Duke of Argyl. 

“T lost my fish—but I had saved a thousand lives. The passengers later pre- 
sented me with this fob which, as you see, bears upon one side a canal-boat, on 
the other a fish-head. But you can imagine why I, perhaps more than most 
men, realize that it is always the biggest fish which get away.” 

—Arthur Lehman. 


THE OLD TROUT 


Old Father Trout, deep down in the 
pool, 

Remarked to his son, just home from 
school, 

“Tf you want to live to a ripe old age, 

Pay heed, my Boy, to my counsel sage. 

“Stick to the depths and avoid the fty 

That you see up there where the rip- 
ples lie. 

It’s all very well to ‘rise’ and ‘break’ 

And scatter the dragon-flies and shake 

Your foolish tail and arch your back; 

Some day you’ll jump and YOU 
WON’T COME BACK! 


I once had a brother, young like you, 
And there wasn’t a thing he wouldn’t 


do. 
He was always jumping out of tie 
brook 
ate SON And chasing flies, and he got... the 
hook. 
The president of the Fish Trust ig This moral, Son, just stow in your 
photographed with the catch he made Bee : 
on his two weeks’ fishing trip. It’s all very well to be acrobatic, 
But those surface stunts are mostly 
show; 


The lasting things lie deep below.” 
—Rollo Shepard. 
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A FISH STORY 


Curtis goes to a state, noted for 
fishing, once a year on a fishing trip. 
The last time he was up there the fish 
were biting so good that he couldn’t 
stop when he had caught the limit. 

A deputy game warden caught him 
with the goods and brought him: into 
court. 

“You are charged with having 
caught 18 more black bass than the 
law allows. Are you guilty or not 
guilty?” the judge asked. 

“Well, I’m guilty,’ Curtis had to 
admit. 

“Ten dollars and costs.” 

Curtis paid the fine and then asked 
the judge: “And now, Your Honor, 
may I have several typewritten copies 
of the court record made to take back 
and show to my friends?” 

—Daniel Helitzer. 


Teacher: 
“Will you, Miss Terstep, solve an 
acute ‘triangle’ for us?” 
Miss Terstep: 
“This artificial bait’s no good,” 
Said he, “It never squirms.” 
Said she, “If fish is what you wish, 
Why not triangle worms?” 
—A., Nebbich. 


Teacher: 

“That pretty little Miss in the front 
seat! Let me hear from you the word 
‘unofficial.’ ” 

Lotta Kail: 

“Now take this bamboo fishin’ rod 
An’ to the lake jes’ beat it; 
Then put a worm upon your hook 

Unofficial surely eat it.” 
—Leonard G. Kadden. 


Strongheart, the Pup: “Gosh! I’m 
williv’ to let go if he'll let go first!” 


DRESSING THE PART 


“T’ve been figuring for quite a 
while,” said Uncle Ike, “on tryin’ to 
revive the good old sport of pitchin’ 
horse-shoes. As far as I can see, the 
only reason it ain’t a popular pastime 
is because nobody has ever designed a 
sassy costume to play wt in.” 


HIS MARKINGS 


Casey: “Young Fogarty has the 
ear-marks of a good fighter.” 
Maloney: “Yis, an’ he’s got the eye- 
marks an’ nose-marks of a dom poor 
wan.” 
—Arthur C. Hoppin. 
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SETTLED FOREVER 


To find the oldest game on earth 

Has caused more talk than it is worth, 

When all you have to do is go 

And read the Bible, then you'll know 

That Tennis is the oldest sport, 

For Moses served in Pharaoh’s court. 
—Russell Richards. 


YESTERDAY SHE ASKED 
ME TO TEACH HER ABOUT 
BASE BALL, NOW {T'S 
TENNIS SHE WANTS TO 
KNOW ABOUT! 


SEVEN COME ELEVEN 


Parson Jefferson: “Brudder, think 
ob de time when yo’ bones will be 
dust.” 

Magnolius: “Pahson, Ah uses mah 
bones too frequent fo’ any dust to 
settle on ’em!” 

—Florence Heinrich. 


Prizefighter’s Pup: “Darned if I see 
anything to chase!’ 


A FINE IDEA 


Albert: “If I were a wrestler, I 
wouldn’t wear trunks, or tights. I’d 
wear a union suit.” 

Fred: “How’s that?” 

Albert: “In union there is strength.” 

—Rosalind Juster. 


ONE HUNDRED PER CENT 


Jerry: “Is he a good American?” 
George: “T’ll say he is! He won't 
even put English on a billiard ball.” 
—Fred B. Skogsburg. 


Poetea Ye WON GeO A Rode 


“Playing cards? You will find them next to the stationery department. 
Patrons are requested not to feed the kitties or annoy the whangdooles. Also, 
look out for our wild deuces!” 


> 


Many A MAN HAS GONE INTO THE DISCARDS ON ACCOUNT OF A PAIR OF QUEENS ! 


THE ABSENT-MINDED POKER PLAYER EATS BREAKFAST 
(Reported By Nan Dunker) 


His Wife—Will you have sirup on your pancakes, dear? 

Jenkins—I'll play these. 

His Wife—John! I'll bet you’ve been gambling again! 

Jenkins—Yow'll bet what? Well, ’ll just raise you a napkin ring. What 
have you? 

His Wife—It’s enough to make any one blush— 

_ Jenkins—A flush, you say? No good, I have a full house—three pancakes 
and two soft eggs! I win a stack of wheats on that! Open the pot and pour 
me some coffee! 

His Wife—I'll pass it! 

Jenkins—Good! Deal me five more pancakes! Well, let’s look. The coffee 
pot’s open for two spoons of sugar! I’m discarding this pancake, and drawing 
one more. . 

His Wife—Won’t you have some berries, dear? 

Jenkins—How many berries did you say you were betting? Remember—I 
drew only one pancake. If I helped my hand I’m going to bet my whole stack, 
sirup and all. Well, I’ll raise you a cup of coffee. 

His Wife—lIf this doesn’t beat the deuce! 

Jenkins—-If deuces are all you have, you’re beat. I have two pair of pan- 
cakes, burnt ones up! You're beat, and I win the stack! Now if you will 
kindly ante some sugar in my coffee, we’ll call it a breakfast! 


— AND REVERSES 


“Henry,” said his wife sternly, holding out a handful of red, white, and blue 
disks, “are these poker chips that I found in your pocket?” 
“Why, yes, my dear, I suppose they are. You see, I—” 
“Well, all I’ve got to say is this, if you haven’t got sense enough to cash in 
your chips when you quit the game, it’s time you stopped playing poker.” 
—Henry Hutchinson. 
49 
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THE POWER BEHIND THE 
THRONE 


Poker Player: “You should worry if 
you come home late. You’re king in 
your own home, aren’t you?” 

Henpeck: “Yes, but there’s always 
a lady in waiting.” 

—Mrs. Julius Berkman. 


OH, JACK! 


Muriel: “I don’t know a thing about 
cards. What’s a diamond flush?’ 
Jack (reddening): “That’s the look 
that comes on a fellow’s face when a 
girl he likes starts talking about dia- 
monds.” 
—Gertrude M. Heller. 


“FEEDING THE KITTY” 


By the Poker Kitty Herself 


A Kitty’s life is hard, indeed... 
At least, the sort I mean, 

The kind whom men sit up to feed, 
Around a table green. 

They always say: “We'll stop at ten,” 
That poker-playing crew. 

Alas, they are deceitful men; 
They never, never, do. 


“Come, feed the kitty,” is their ery, 
“Two white chips, or a red!” 
And so, till dawn is in the sky, 


I’m fed and fed.. 


. and fed! 


It’s gotten so I dread the night, 
Such awful hours I keep; 

I may be long on food, all right, 
But Gee! I’m short on sleep! 


GENTS’ FURNISHINGS 


“Gents’ furnishings? This way, sir. Everything from head to foot. The 
Prince of Wales buys his shirts from us, Sir. In fact, our haberdashery is 
quite the most dashing in town, Sir!” 


+ 
CLOTHING EXHIBIT 
By Dr. Walter E. Traprock 


The clothing of the human race has always interested me and our Museum 
at Derby is not lacking in a department devoted to the history of this im- 
portant study from the earliest times, the Foliage Period when Man raised 
his clothes on his own vine and fig tree, down to the present. It would appear, 
by the way, from some of our recent stage productions, that the trend in woman’s 
wear was backward toward the Edenesque Era, though some say that it is for- 
ward, altogether too forward. But that is neither here nor there. 

Our exhibits show the gradual transition from bare to bearskin and the 
evolution of costume in all its phases. Primitive dress was a mere mantle or 
cloak. Sleeves were invented, curiously enough, by Merlin, the great magician 
of King Arthur’s court. He found them useful in doing his tricks and he also 
used to conceal in them the laughs he had on Galahad, Launcelot and the other 
lads who used to sit at the Round Table. The pant was invented in 1324 by 
a one-legged cobbler named Ginsberg. The first pair of pants grew out of 
this idea. With these developments we see the beginnings of the first coats-of- 
arms, and vests of the same material. 

Well-dressed men in the Middle Ages wore armor and one of our eases con- 
tains the card of a Tenth Century builder of these suits, Jacques Foie “Tin- 
smith to Gentlemen of Fashion, porous metal-lath underwear and nickel plated 
evening clothes a specialty.” Even the medieval horses were voluminously 
draped, whence our expression, “All dressed up like a horse.” 

Besides our actual costume samples we have gone fully into the scientific 
study of costume and I have just finished a two volume work on “Woman’s 
Waistline, Its Rise and Fall,” based on personal investigation. The Derby 
Board of Trade is considering whether to award me a special prize or to throw 
me out of the city. 
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PLAYING SAFE 


Customer (in clothing store) : “Have 
you any size 9 or size 19 collars?” 
Clerk: “No, we don’t handle any 
sizes as small or as large as that. 
Whom are they for?” 
Customer: “Myself.” 
Clerk: “Nonsense, man. 
wear either of those sizes.” 
Customer: “But I’m going to. I’ve 
got to get something that my son and 
my brother-in-law can’t wear!’ 
—Mrs. L. T. Hartz. 


You don’t 


Correct Dress for Evening Bathing 


PURPOSIVE AMBIGUITY ?72?? 


Mrs. McLaren’s husband was going 
south for the approaching winter, and 
the better two-thirds, with all the req- 


uisites, characteristics, and traits of 
her sex, was gently and consistently 
broadcasting the news. It was Mrs. 
Tubbs’ turn next to swallow the qui- 
nine. For the fifth time she needs 
listen to the same old tale—specific 
instance of neighborly patience. 

“Do you know, Mrs. Tubbs, that 
John is going away this winter?” 

“You don’t say! And when is he 
going to get his overcoat?” 

“Why, where my husband is going,” 
haughtily replied Mrs. McLaren, “no 
one ever wears an overcoat.” 


“Goodness gracious! Is he that 
sick 2” 
—A. Alan Brown. 
Teetcher: 


“T’ll have the werd dispense from 
you, Isadore.” 
Isadore Nottadore: 
“All the clothes Im wearing 
Use to belong to udders— 
The shert was pops, the shoes was 
moms, 
And dispense was once my brudders.” 
—B. C. MacLennan. 
* * * 
Teetcher: 
“Alice, employ the word ‘ledger.’ ” 
Alice Blue: 
“‘Wenever you feel like snitching jam 
Or some of a appel pie’s middle, 
Jest ledger conscience be your guide 
And ony take a little.” 
—Edith Rose Margoles. 


NOTHING DOING 


Maid: “There’s a Western Union 
downstairs for you, sir.” 
Hughes: “Tell them I don’t want it! 
I order all my underwear from New 
York.” 
—B. H. Ballin. 
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HE MISUNDERSTOOD 


NOW YOU GIMME A 
PIECE. O° YOUR CANDY, | 
OR YLL SNIP OFF 
YOUR SUSPENDER ! 


Printer (to Haberdasher): “I’d like 
a suit of underwear.” 
Haberdasher: “Union?” 
Printer: “Sure. Typographical No. 
1. Do I hafter show me card?” 
—Hdward Patton. 


FATHER: — MAMA! WHAT'S 
BECOME OF MY 


| GARTERS ? 


at == 
VS The 
PWS WAS 
KWH a 
Ses 
s >) y, 
LY NO a ST op 
CASTING REFLECTIONS B/S Ee 
era 
Vaughn: “Jenkins certainly dresses or 
swell. I’d like to see myself in one mee, = S 
of his suits.” = 
Arnold: “You ean; they’re shiny Be, ; 
enough.” *ANIDERSON— | 


—Harry Hill. 


DR. BALDPATE ON COLD WEATHER CLOTHING 


“Our recent severe weather suggests the timeliness of a few words on the 
subject of the proper sort of clothing with which to combat intense cold,” 
Dr. George A. Baldpate recently wrote to Dore Reichenbaum. “I cannot over- 
emphasize the necessity of having all outer garments air-tight. 

“This was brought home to me by an epidemic of single, double, and triple 
pneumonia in Overshoe, a hamlet in the Wisconsin veldt, four days’ sledge- 
journey from Milwaukee. The cold was aggravated by high winds, after a week 
of which the epidemic started. Its persistence puzzled me, for the natives are 
a hardy lot. Then, one day, I discovered the reason. 
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“With a husky woodsman, Sven Borgsdorf, I had withdrawn into a shack, 
the door of which stood open. Even here there was a strong breeze blowing 
and I suddenly realized that it came from the actual person of my companion. 
In an instant all was clear. The wind, forcing its way into Sven’s pockets, 
was blowing through his button-holes, thus passing across his chest. Next day 
he was down with pneumonia. 

“A survey of the population showed that wearers of long trousers were the 
first to succumb, in some cases blown out of their clothing by the terrific blast 
which passed up the trouser-legs and out through the sleeve and neck-bands. 
I immediately convened all able-bodied citizens and sealed their outer garments 
with pitch and oakum, thanks to which the town of Overshoe is still on the map.” 


FUN SHOP FASHION NOTES 


PROOF 


Rev. Woodley: “Every one of us has 
his personal secrets. No doubt there 
is something about you that you would 
not like to have get out.” 

Reilley: “That’s right; my shirt.” 

—Rev. H. G. F. 


S> 
me A A 
yor ux =| = 
(ANTES BOVE >) 
xo THE ate See Vie S== 
\ out oe : =s=— 

Ese eee 
HA ONO TS 


MY 


aR. 


Little touches that will give style to 
the prize ring. 


TWEED! TWEED! 
If you are fond of riddles, 
Here’s one that is a beaut! 
Which is the extra trouser 
To @ two-trouser suit? Papa has been on a diet since he 
—E. J. Sheridan. wore his dress suit last! 
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THE SHEIK OF \926 


Sa pantor -#R.E. 


After all, do styles change much? 


Teetcher: 
“Solomon deer, give us a little ideer 

of the werd ‘immense.’ ” 

Sol Hepatica: 

“My brudder wares his pents so long 
and floppy 

You cant even tell wat color iss his 
hose, 

But you can tell most everything with 
sister— 

Thats the diffrents now immense and 
ladies clothes.” 


THE UPKEEP! 


Robert: “Rather nifty hat you're 
wearing, old boy. Pay much for it?” 

Albert: “Seven dollars when I 
bought it, and about twenty, since 
then, to have it checked.” 


—Adele Belotti. 


“Oh, dear,’ sighed Mrs. Flanagan, 
whose husband had just been sentenced 
to be hanged, “and he niver could even 
stand his collars a@ little bit tight.” 


THE SIGN 


Eleanor: “Daddy, did you know that 
young man who called on me last night 
is a poet?” 

Her Father: “I thought as much.” 

Eleanor: “Could you tell by the 
way his eyes shined?” 

Her Father: “No; by the way his 
pants did.” 

—Gertrude Lockhart. 


Improved football helmet for buck- 
ing the line. 


Hi Boabeed Hiananded p Wia caus Ma ena we coal eae 


“Millinery? Second floor, in the rear, ladies. Miss Flaunce, fit this lady 


with a becoming roof-garden.” 
+ 


SIMPLE, BUT THEY COME HIGH, DARK OUTLOOK 
FOLKS! 
3 : Stone: “I can close my eyes and see 
“Felt Hats” for stylish women is the thot hat you bought.” x 


f See POCO Year : ; Mrs. Stone: “Well, I think the price 
And since we’ve read the price tags in will make you open them.” 


the store, _Bawin) Mee 
We’re very much inclined to think that beget es 


when the bills appear 
The chances are that they’ll be felt 
still more! 


“Dat’s de trouble wiv you women, 
yer never satisfied! I drug yuh all 
over town t’ let yuh feast yer eyes on 

The girl who couldn’t decide which hats an’ now yuh claim yer hungry fer 
hat to wear manages to display them a ice cream soda!” 
all. 
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Teacher: 
“Mr. Wilde, you might use the word 
‘hatch’ in a sentence.” 
Wood B. Wilde: 
“Oh, THAT was the Mrs. De Marr 
just passed by! 
Why, ’tis rumored her money’s all 
gone! 
Did you see the cheap dress she was 
wearing and, dear! 
Did you notice the hatch had on?” 
—Roy Albert Bessman. 


Milliners do a lot for the Go-to- 
Church movement. 


N O At 


REPARTEE AT EASTER SUN- 
DAY SERVICES 


Craig: “Dear, I wish you’d remove 
your hat during the services. That’s 
all the lady behind you ean see.” 

Mrs. Craig: “Don’t be silly! That’s 
all she wants to see!” 

—Paul S. Powers. 


LARGE SIZE 
Adele: “What size hat does your 
wife wear?” 


Charles: “Oh, between $40 and $50.” 
—Mrs. A. L. Seekamp. 


O N S 


“Notions? Madam, we have some of the greatest and oddest notions that 


were ever imagined! 


Boy, show this lady to the crazy counter!” 


THE ROMANCE OF LITTLE THINGS 


By Dr. Walter E. Traprock 


It is the little things that count. 


A cinder in Josephine’s eye first caused 


Napoleon to notice how beautiful those eyes were! And later, a sty on her left 


lid made him throw her over! 


“You look terrible,” he said and turned toward 
the wall. It was the end for poor Josie! 


So, with myself, little things have altered the course of my life sometimes 


for good, sometimes .. . 


There was that affair with the Princess Marmola of Greece. It all hinged 


on a wishbone, the tiny wishbone of a quail. 


Shall I ever forget the night, 
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dining at the Embassy, when she looked across the table with those lustrous, 
prune-brown eyes of hers and cried: “I have the wishbone!” 

I nodded. “We’ll wish, later . . .” my glance said. We did so, in the con- 
servatory, after drying the wishbone on one of the steam pipes. The Priacess 
won. “What did you wish?” I asked. She buried her face among my decora- 
tions. “That I might become your wife,” she whispered. 

What was a man of honor to do? Also, remember the prune-brown eyes. 
We stole from the palace and hailed a taxi. “Whither?” asked the driver. 
“Anywhere, out of Greece!” was my reply. 

Sensing our excitement, the fellow drove like mad! At the first corner he 
crashed into a fruit stand. The taxi was overturned! I came to in the Ameri- 
can Hospital, with a broken collar bone. 

“You fractured your wishbone,” said the young interne, facetiously. I went 
white, ... then red,... like a traffic signal! He little knew the anguish 
his words caused me. Ah, the little things, the little things. .. . 


may not be the reason they are so 
SIX AGES OF MAN hard to keep! 


Age 1—Group Age 
Age 2 to 10—Goop Age 
Age 10 to 15—Hoop Age. 
Age 15 to 20—Snoop Age 
Age 20 to 50—Dupe Age 
After 50—Stoop Age 
—Frank Nunn. 


STRIPPED! 


Lawyer: “What do you mean by 
making a fool out of me in your 
paper ?” 

Managing Editor: “I’m sure I don’t 
understand, Mr. Smith. You lost your 
law-suit against the Bricklayer’s Union 
and we wrote it up in the usual way.” 

Lawyer: “Yes, but what did you 
mean by the headline: SMITH 
LOSES UNION SUIT?” 

—Sunny. 


A REASONABLE CONJECTURE 


The Ten Commandments were Strongheart, the Pup, unravels his 
handed down on stone, which may or pal! 
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AS YE SOW— 


A minister announced, one Sunday, that he would preach about the world, the 


flesh and the devil. 


“T’ll merely touch on the world,” he said, “dwell lightly on the flesh, and go 


straight to the devil.” 


A HUMORIST’S AMBITION 


My greatest ambition in life is to 
write jokes as clever as the jokes my 
friends think are clever that are writ- 
ten by some one else. 

—Ernest Maun. 


THE READER’S MISTAKE 


A country editor in the Northwest 
printed nothing but local happenings 
in his little weekly paper. But for 
the sake of balanced headlines he had 
three big beads standing on the front 
page: 

LOCAL HAPPENINGS 

ITEMS HERE AND THERE 

THINGS WORTH NOTING 

Every once in a while some of his 
foreign subscribers would get angry 
at him and he didn’t know why. But 
it ALWAYS happened when a news 
item about them had got in the col- 
umn called THINGS WORTH 
NOTING. 

“Why do you put news about me 
in der column named NEWS NOT 
WORT NOTTING?” an angry sub- 
seriber asked. 

Then the editor changed the name 
of the column to “Items Worth 
While.” 

—P. J. Baird. 


—Mrs. W. H. Gill. 
THE PIPES OF PANHANDLE 
By Arthur L. Lippmann 


I’m a singer of ditties in hamlets and 


cities, 
By tinkling and twinkling old 
streams. 
I woo all the muses on vagabond 
eruises— 


A creature of fancies and dreams. 
I’ve a light, lyric lyre which I never 
tire 
Of thumbing and strumming all 
day— 
On subjects quite tender I vocally 
render 
A earol or sweet roundelay. 


Oh, I’m blithe and I’m merry—no elfin 
or fairy 
So joyfully welcomes the dawn. 
And I worship the night with a hymn 
of delight 
In the haunt of the pheasant and 
faun. 
My pipes and my tabors entrance all 
my neighbors; 
I never feel mournful or glum— 
So, perhaps by this time you’ve in- 
ferred from my rhyme 
I’m a standardized hobo, or bum! 


PROBABLY THE REASON 


They say an owl looks wise. 


Maybe you would, too, if you saw the sights he sees every night! 


~~ 
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THE ELECTRIC MOMENT 
(A Tricky Triolet) 


She was about to get a kiss. 

Emotion thrilled her to her toes; 

Oh, moment of celestial bliss! 

She was about to get a kiss, 

This rather old and shop-worn Miss; 

Long had she waited, goodness knows! 

She was about to get a kiss,— 

But had to stop to blow her nose! 
—Hazeldine Krug. 

Soar 


WEY! LET, 


WA 
\ FEEL LUKE, 
ANEW PUP! 


Cane i 
ANDERSON cen, 


Strongheart the Pup thought he had 
been deprived of his liberty! 


FRANKIE! 


Father: “WHaven’t I taught you 
better than to let two young men eall 
at once as you did last night?” 

Daughter: “Why, father, there 
weren’t two young men; that was just 
Frank—his voice is changing.” 

—Mrs. Ed. Muegge. Strongheart, the Pup, is Stung! 


It is no uncommon thing to find our daily papers plentifully sprinkled with 
typographical errors, but few of them are often guilty of a mistake such as a 
neighboring newspaper made recently, when it announced that “The regular 
monthly meeting of St. John’s Guild was hell at the rectory on Tuesday last.” 


Seat OK 


C2 OU he er 


“Smoker’s supplies? You will find all the latest nicotine novelties on the 
fifth floor—everything from a gift cigar to a real smoke. 


Five hundred of them wins a handsome 


“And do not forget your coupons. 
plush step-ladder.” 


CARL 
ANDERSON 


Three-in-One. 


SMOKED OUT 
By J. D. Wheeler 


T’ve smoked tobacco many years, ’tis 
true. 

But now I’m off the stuff; I’m done; 
I’m through! 
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I never did my smoking just for fun, 

I took the habit up to get a gun. 

For in each pack of makin’s that I 
bought 

There was a little coupon that I 
sought. 


I needed just a thousand; then, you 
see, 

They’d send that peachy shot-gun on 
to me. 

I smoked and saved and puffed and 
saved and smoked, 

Till with a racking cough I nearly 
choked. 

At length I had nine hundred ninety 
nine, 

And with the last one went home feel- 
ing fine, 

And found my wife had sent them all 
away 

To get herself 
lingerie! 


some gosh-darned 


NEUTRALITY 


Pat, the janitor, had been presented 
with a carton of cigarettes by one of 
the tenants of his building. 

“They’re English cigarettes, Pat,” 
said the donor, “but I hope you'll 
enjoy them in spite of that.” 

“Sure, that’s all right, soor,’ an- 
swered Pat, “Oi see they have cork 
tips.” 

—Otto Freund. 
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he Atlantic 
A man once crossed the quan SEIT 
and, when his last match went out, FUNNY woRM ! 
threw the cigar overboard and it lit 
on the water. 


O-0-H! 1 GUESS 
PVE BEEN 
OVER EATING: 


WHEE ! 
GIMME WATER! 


“NX 
o> 


AR DERSON— A fireman was overcome by smoke 
the other day. 
Strongheart, the Pup. He happened to walk into his young 


daughter’s room! 


WILD WILLIE! 


Little Willie found a fuse 

Such as quarry-workmen use. 

This he rammed in Papa’s pipe. 

Papa’s face looks awful ripe! 
—Marie Teweles. 


GARDEN DEPARTMENT 


“Seeds? Try our Garden Department in the basement, Madam. 
“We are offering some sheer silk garden hose that are very fetching. Also a 
new rake that’s guaranteed to stay home nights!” 


+ 
GARDEN CHEMISTRY 


In my garden laboratory I have been conducting some interesting experi- 
ments on the effects of various chemicals and stimulants on plant life. Today, 
for instance, every housewife knows that an aspirin tablet placed in a vase will 
restore faded flowers to freshness. 

One of the profitable sidelines of my work has been the production and sale 
of honey. I have always been handicapped by the fact that most flowers close 
at night. The old method of crossing the bees with lightning-bugs so that they 
could work all night has proved impractical for this very reason, namely, that 
while the bees, proverbially busy, kept awake, the flowers went to sleep. The 
problem, then, became that of keeping the flowers open after hours. 

This I solved by the simple expedient of planting a coffee-bean close to the 
seed of every honey-bearing flower. The chemistry of Nature transfuses the 
caffein into the veins of the plant and an extraordinary wakefulness results. 

Great care, however, must be taken not to overdo this stimulation. In my 
first experiments I planted two coffee-beans to each flower-cutting, with the 
result that the matured plants were so nervous and trembly that the bees could 
not hold their footing. My honeysuckle orchard that year was completely 
ruined by nervous prostration, and twelve of my finest orange trees developed 
eases of St. Vitus dance. The effect of a row of trees suffering from this malady 
is both pathetic and interesting. 

—Edward Goodman. 


HIS POSITION A GARDEN TRAGEDY 
Ellin: “It always makes a hit with “What sort of weeds are easiest to 
my father if my gentleman callers help kill?” asked young Tompkins of Jones, 
him a little bit on his garden.” as he watched him at his work. 
Sidney: “Well, you tell your old “Widow’s weeds,’ replied the 
man for me that I’m no hoe-beau.” farmer. “You have only to say: ‘Wilt 


—Banjo Bob. thou? and they wilt.” 
—Mrs. Dennis Condron. 
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WONDER IF } CN 
GIT A LITTLE 


ACTION OUTA 
THIS GUY! 


Brown didn’t do so bad with his 
garden after all! 

He left an opening in the fence for 
the neighbor's poultry, and now he has 
@ chicken dinner every day! Strongheart, the Pup. 


DR. BALDPATE’S COOPERATIVE VEGETABLE GARDEN 


It is the common experience of gardeners to find that one crop often harms 
another. The shade cast by standing corn, for instance, invariably prevents 
bush beans from doing well. The latter become all bush and no bean. Similarly 
a suecessful crop of egg-plant has a very bad effect on poultry. The hens, seeing 
the large fruit, get discouraged and refuse to lay it. 

Tt has remained for the well-known scientist, Dr. George A. Baldpate, to 
achieve remarkable results by arranging his garden so that the vegetables 
actually work for each other. 

“T have a large plantation in the Mojave Desert,” writes the Doctor. “Pota- 
toes with us are a great luxury. The natives told me it was impossible to grow 
them in such a dry country, far from irrigation and with infrequent rains. Then 
my idea of eodperative gardening rose in my mind. The method was simple. 

“T planted a small onion on each hill. The onion caused the tender eyes 
of the young potatoes to water and my irrigation scheme was complete. 
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“Two years ago I planted cotton under all my fruit trees. During the 
September gales, when so much fruit was ruined, all my oranges and grape- 
fruit fell in the cotton and were ready for shipment. Make the members of 
the vegetable kingdom work not against each other, but for each other. That 
is the Baldpate Idea.” 

All honor to Dr. George A. Baldpate, who has taken a great step forward 
in scientific cultivation ! 


THE BOASTFUL BEAN 


A lowly Bean in the garden grew. 
It cracked the mold and it sipped the 


dew, 
And it stretched its tendrils here and 
there 
As it puffed and panted, “Gimme 
nits? 
SS xed aig From a sprout to a plant, from a 
ca} plant to a bush, 
ALD ath From a bush to a vine, with thrust and 
push, 
It twisted and turned and blossomed 
and bore 


The loveliest beans that ever you saw! 

Then it boasted loud to the Hubbard 
squash, 

“T too once sprawled in the mud, but 
Gosh! 

I had ambition! I had a soul! 

I used my bean, I discovered the Pole!” 

—L. A. D. 


“Look, Mama! Buddy’s a Fountain!” 


Teetcher: 

“Perry, stop eating watever your 
eating and use the werd ‘eclipse’ cor- 
reckly.” 

Perry Scope: 

“Our handy man can trim enything— 

He cuts our lawn and weeds it; 

He even bobs my sister’s hair 

And eclipse mine too wen it needs it.” 
—Robert Smeeder. 


(uu 


CRDERSON + 


Wilson thinks it will ease the situation if he decorates the borders with the 
dishes he broke while his wife was away. 


Ree ee Po ek 


“The Restaurant? Certainly. 


Oye Re ANB 


Would you like to try our automat on the 


roof? Ah, you have a lame thumb? Then I recommend the table-service buffet. 
“Or you can lunch at the soda-fountain, next to our fizziological research 


bureau.” 


WHO 1S 
RESPONSIBLE 
FOR THOSE DIRTY 
FINGER PRINTS 


THOSE ARE 
NOT FINGER 


CAR DERSON FR 


MENU IN THE VERNACULAR 


Duck Soup 
Cold Shoulder Good Eggs 
Dead Beets Kale 
Applesauce 


—Gertrude Boyer. 


THE ULTIMATE THRILL 
By M. L. Frankel 


No struggles titanic 

Have thrown in a panic 

My slow-going, prosaic life; 

I’ve seldom, if ever, 

Or virtually never, 

Run off with another man’s wife. 
I’ve written no tomes 

Full of high-sounding pomes, 
Such drivel I never have drivved; 
But once a mush drammer 

I wrote, called “Life’s Glamor,” 
And so I can say that I’ve lived! 


* * * 


I’ve never cavorted 

With He-men, nor sported 

In wilds where the wide spaces lie; 

I’ve not seen the Highlands, 

Nor roamed in the Nile lands, 

I’ve heard not the wild tiger’s ery. 

For lovable ladies 

I’ve ne’er defied Hades, 

At Death’s door ne’er trembled or 
quivved; 

But, praise the Creator! 

T’VE BAWLED OUT A WAITER— 


And so I can say that I’ve lived! 
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VM GONNA FIND 
OUT WHERE THIS 
BIRD EATS, IF 1 
HAVE TO FOLLER 
HIM ALL DAY! 


Strongheart, the Pup. 
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THE COVER CHARGE 
By Dale C. Harrison 


“TLet’s go to a place where they dance 
and they dine,” 

Said Joe to his wife and the lady 
eried, “Fine! 

I know just the place; it is not very 
large, 

And, best of all, Joe, there is no cover 
charge.” 


That sounded as pretty sweet tidings 
to Joe; 

He saw here a chance both to save 
himself dough 

And show his wife how much he really 
did love her— 

And all without spending One Fifty 
per cover. 


The wife, all enthused by the plan, 
said: “I guess 
I’d better run downtown and purchase 


a dress; 

I must look my best, must be stylish 
and gay 

When I go with Joe to a swell 
cabaret.” 


The rest of the story is quite quickly 
told; 

The dress cost our hero one hundred 
bucks, cold. 

“T had the dress charged,’ said the 
wife, all aglow; 

“You can’t dodge a cover charge!” 
muttered poor Joe. 


SMALLEST IN THE WORLD 


Customer (to waiter who has just 
brought his order): “This is a good 
restaurant, isn’t it?” 

Waiter: “Yes, indeed. If you order 
a fresh egg here you get the freshest 
egg in the world, if you order a good 
cup of coffee you get the best cup of 
coffee in the world and—” 

Customer: “Yes, I believe it. I 
ordered a small steak.” 

—J. H. Mindlin. 


People who bolt their food should 
eat nuts afterward. 


COMING UP 


The ocean liner glided over the 
rough waters of the angry Atlantic. 
In one of the cabins a man was trying 
to read, but that famous sea sickness 
did not let him. Suddenly a knock on 
the door! 

The steward entered, and said to 
the man: “Sir, your dinner will be up 
directly.” 

“Yes, so will my lunch.” 

—Herman Gordon. 


Who said that this was not a fee 
country ? 


INSULT TO INJURY 


By Louise Koenig 


Wilbur had met the girl only once before, and knew her only by her first 
name. But she was so alluring and fascinating that he felt as if he had known 
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her all his life. They met quite by accident, yet in five minutes she had con- 
sented to a dinner date. 

The young man was dazed by his good fortune, and could scarcely eat the 
meal he ordered. How beautiful she was! He would rather look at her than 
eat. His heart pounded within him. But when the waiter laid the check by his 
plate he came to himself with a start of horror. $6.30! He cautiously explored 
his trousers pocket—then his other pockets. He was broke! He hadn’t a cent! 

He knew no one from whom he could borrow, and as he realized the awful- 
ness of the calamity, a cold sweat broke out on his brow, and he trembled. It 
woukdn’t have mattered if he was alone—at least not so much—but SHE was 
with him! What could he do? He suddenly began to feel quite ill. 

Then he noticed a kindly-faced old gentleman at the table next to them, half 
concealed by a palm. Maybe if he would explain the matter, the man would 
lend him the money. It was his only hope. He rose from the table, approached 


the gentleman and bent close to him. 


“T have left my money in my other clothes,’ he whispered. “Would you be 
kind enough to lend me $6.30 so I can pay the dinner check?” 
The old man’s face underwent a change, and he clenched his fist and pounded 


the table with it. 


“Young man!” he bellowed. 


“T don’t mind your taking my 


wife to dinner, but I’ll be darned if T’ll pay for her meal!” 


EXPLAINING IT 


Diner: “Waiter! I opened this egg 
and found a chicken in it with feathers 
on!” 

Waiter: “Yes, sir. It’s a cold stor- 
age egg, sir, and if it wasn’t for the 
feathers, the chick would freeze to 
death.” —P. HE. Kiernan. 


Apples are suggested as a reducing 
diet. 

That’s plausible. 
duced Adam! 


They certainly re- 


Teacher: 

“Wilst instrumentalize a bit on the 
word ‘commentator,’ Michael?” 
Mike Goodness: 
“Yez kin have yer salads and entrys, 
Yez kin kape yer high toned waiter, 
I don’t want yer domn horses dee 

hoover— 
T’ll take beans and a commentator.” 
—Helene Lederer. 


FACTS AND FANCIES 


Rev. Dixon’s wife was visiting her 
relatives, and he was, therefore, taking 
his meals at a restaurant. 

One day, at dinner, a quarter of a 
mince pie was placed before him. He 
ate it and called the waiter. “This 
piece of mince pie was very good. 
May I have another?” 

The waiter brought another piece. 
“This piece was also very good,” said 
Rey. Dixon, “may I have another?” 

Came the third quarter—and also 
the requested fourth quarter piece of 
pie. 

That night Rev. Dixon was taken 
violently ill from the effects of too 
much mince pie. Fear was enter- 
tained for his life. 

“Rev. Dixon,” asked the doctor, 
“you are not afraid to die, are you?’ 

“I’m not afraid to,” he replied, “but 
I am almost ashamed to.” 

—I. I. I. 


THAT CHICKEN'S 
WASTING YTS TIME , 
IF YT THINKS IT CAN 
ESCAPE MY 

VIGILANCE. 


CARL 
ANDERSON —— 


Strongheart, the Pup. 
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COTTAGE PUDDING 


“Oscar, why have you boosted the 
cottage pudding ten cents a portion?” 
“Well, sir, you know how building 
materials have gone up.” 
—Marie Hart. 


WINCH wit Be} BE PATIENT 
UP-|| 


A 


RIGHT 


TOUGH AT THAT 


“Pierce told me to go over to that 
new restaurant if I wanted some good 
roast beef.” 

“And 972 

“It was a bum steer.” 

—LElhzabeth Mack. 


FINE PICNIC ' THEN VE LEFT 


LUNCH THAT 1S . 


PEOPLE ARE SO 


THEY FORGOT 
FORGETFUL ! 


TO PUT IN THIS 


Strongheart, the Pup. 


THE FOOD OF LOVE 


I think of you, Love, when I eat; 

Your hair is like my shredded wheat,— 
Only shredded-er! 

Your dear eyes are like Berries Blue, 

Your lips are like red Cherries, two— 
Only redded-er! 


When in my coffee I put cream 
Why is it of your skin I dream? 
Yours is cold creamier! 
And how my steaming coffee pot 
Recalls your temper, piping hot,— 
For yours is steamier! 
—Mary Perry. 
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HISTORY EXPLAINED 


“Tl take some roast beef,” Mary 
told the waiter. 

“Sorry, but we’re just out.” 

“Then T’ll try some pork chops.” 

“No pork chops today.” 

“How about ham?” 

“Nothing doing.” 

“Well, what have you then?” 

“Mutton.” 

So Mary had a little lamb! 
—WMargaret Livingston. 


ARK DERSON— 


So you're not on a diet anymore 
Mr. Newriche, eh? 


USELESS 


Diner: “This soup is terrible! Send 
the manager here right away!” 

Waiter: “It’s no use, sir. He won’t 
eat it, either.” 


—Philip Adams. 


MINUTE AND MINUTE 


I went into a restaurant 
One day, in quite a flurry, 
Said, “Bring me something, please be 
quick 
For I am in a hurry.” 


“How about a juicy ‘minute steak’ ?” 
The waiter asked. I took it, 

Because I thought the minute meant 
The time it took to cook it! 


But after half an hour’s wait, 
The steak appeared, I beat it. 
SO small it was, the minute meant 
The time it took to eat it! 
—Alice H. Taylor. 


SATISFIED 
Diner: “Waiter! This chicken has 
no wishbone.” 

Waiter: “He was a happy and con- 
tented chicken, sir, and had nothing 
to wish for.” 

—Sunny. 


DINNER—SOMETHING TO MAKE A SPEECH AFTER, DO A FOXTROT AFTER, TAKE 


A PILL AFTER! 


BAU ey PAO eis 


“The beauty parlor, Madam? It is next to the barber-shop, on the sixth 
floor, but you can have your face lifted to any height.” 


+ 
FACE LIFTING AS A FINE ART 
By Dr. Walter E. Traprock 


The present practice of “face lifting,” as it is called, is by no means new 
for I recall that it figured in an important operation which I performed before 
I laid down the knife and took up exploration in a serious way. 

The operation to which I refer is famous in the history of facial surgery. 
It concerned two ladies whom I must, for obvious reasons, call simply Miss 
A. and Miss B. Miss A. was as rich as mud but homelier than a hedge fence! 
Miss B., on the contrary, though penniless, was a raving beauty. She was a 
waitress at a well-known cafeteria and had won my esteem by the cute way she 
tossed the flapjacks. 

One morning Miss A. appeared at the hospital where I was chief of the staff, 
the Traprock Face and Foot Hospital. She was heavily veiled. There was a 
reason. She had a face to make strong men weep! 

“Can anything be done about it?” she sobbed. “Can you lift it? operate? 
blast? anything? .. .” 

I instantly thought of Miss B. and her beauty. “Miss A.,” I said, “I can 
not only lift it, I can replace it with another face which I am sure will be more 
—er—becoming. But it will be expensive. .. .” 

“Go the limit,” she said. 

Next day I called on Miss B. and explained, as delicately as possible, what 
I proposed, namely to “lift” her face in its entirety and superimpose it over that 
of Miss A. “Your own beauty,” I added, “will be if possible more radiant 
than ever... and it will mean, for you, a cool hundred thousand!” She 
fainted in my arms and, as she revived, murmured, “To the hospital.” 

The operation was a marvellous success and both ladies are now constantly 
in the rotogravure sections. I had a touching note from Miss A. just after 
she won the Atlantic City beauty contest, saying, “How can I ever thank you 
for the lift you gave me.” 


; “Yes,” chuckled the beauty special- Another inconsistency of the eternal 
ist, “success in this business depends a feminine: the use of vanishing cream 


lot on rubbing people the right way.” to hold their vanishing beauty! 
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LOVELY MORON VISITS OUR 
PLANT 


“And this, madam, is the composing 
room.” 

“How IN-trusting! And those men 
bending over the tables with little 
wheels on them?” 

“Those are the make-up men.” 

“Dear me! They don’t seem to 
have a particle of makeup on, do 
they ?” 

—Alexander Strier. 


THE NOSE 
An Appreciation 
By Florence Babcock Hawkins 


The Nose! 

Why is so little written about it? 
Vainly will you search the poets. 
Eyes of cerulean blue, 

Ears like pink shells of the sea, 
Brow of alabaster serene, 

Lips like cherry blossoms— 

But not a line about the nose! 

Is it something 

Merely to be sneezed at? 


Ah, the nose! 

High arched, dilating nostrils 

Like bellows to the flame of 
Passion and evil! 

Drawing in the subtle incense 
Borne on the breath of the wind— 
Or the pollen of ragweed 

And goldenrod! 


The bootlegger’s delight! 

What a beautiful target on the 
Face of an enemy! 

Why, oh, why do poets scorn it? 
Search me! 

Maybe YOUR nose knows! 


ONE GOOD WRINKLE DESERVES 
ANOTHER 


What a husband earns by the sweat 
of his brow, a wife often spends on 
the improvement of hers. 


HECK, DUSTY $ 1 WISH 
YOU HAD A WINDSHIELD 
ON YER BUS? 

MY COMPLEXION \S 
MOST RUINED! 


CAR 
ANDERSON — 


SIDEWALK CONVERSATION 


Mrs. Stone: “Young woman, you 

have a lot of powder on your nose.” 

Flapper: “That goes to show I don’t 
poke it into other people’s business.” 
—William 8. Adkins. 


Women are using too much rouge, 
cries a clergyman. 

That’s right, retort the girls, rub it 
in! 
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A NOSE IS SOMETIMES INDICATIVE OF CHARACTER, ESPECIALLY WHEN A MAN’S 


WIFE LEADS HIM BY IT. 


AND MAKES A GOOD JOB OF IT 


Jean: “Clare went to Ross and had 
her face lifted.’ 
Marion: “Why, he’s not a facial 
doetor.” 
Jean: “No; he lifted her face to his 
and kissed it.” 
—Emmet Loveman. 


PAINT-RIOTISM 


Where do the girlies get this stuff 
That Nature isn’t good enough? 
My Sue was handsome, but she thought 
She’d better fix up; so she bought 
Some rouge and lipsticks for the trick 
And laid ’em on a half inch thick! 
Alas, she got drenched by the rain, 
And though her looks gave me a pain 
I have to love her, yes, I do, 
Because she turned Red, White, and 
Blue. 
—G. M. Flenner. 


WHY, YES, OLD CHAP 


Voice on the ’Phone: “Hello, is this 
the beauty shop ?” 
Proprietor: “Yes, sir.” 
Voice on *Phone: “Send one over, 
will you?” 
—Dorothy Dubois. 


The old saying, “She’s all wooi, and 
a yard wide,’ nowadays goes some- 
thing like this: “She’s all paint, and 
an inch thick!” 


PUTTING UP A GOOD FRONT 


Mr. Newcomer: “Were you fit to re- 
ceive Mrs. Van Style when she called?” 
Mrs. Newcomer: “Yes, I went to 
the door with my mudpack on and 
said I was not in. Now she thinks I 
have a colored maid.” 
—Mrs. John Lapidus. 


POETIC LICENSE NO. 1 


“Ah HAH!” remarked his friend to 
the Jewish actor who had had his nose 
straightened by a surgeon, “a thing of 
beauty and a goy forever!” 


PLASTIC SURGERY 


Kirk: “T hear that Stone had his 
face changed by a surgeon.” 
Wood: “An operation, I suppose.” 
Kirk: “No, the surgeon changed it 
when Stone refused to pay his bill.” 
—Bessie Castelli. 


HAIR IN HISTORY 


By Ezra Triplett 


The story of Human Life is told by its hair and the methods of wearing it. 
This story is magnificently related in our Comparative History Department, the 


Hair Wing. 
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Here is the whole history of human hair, from the Hairy Ape to the most 
carefully coiffured gentleman of today. In its general departments the Hair 
Wing first shows the qualities of hair, case after case of kinky, curly, waved, 
frizzed, tousled, leonine, and matted varieties. Then follow the color samples, 
not only the usual shades of red, gray, brown, black, blonde, and white, but 
such special subdivisions as tawny, snuff, sand, and liverwurst. In the depart- 
ment of red-heads alone, for instance, we have beautiful samples of titian, 
henna, bronze, and red-gold with, of course, the commoner shades of brick, 
carrot, and brindle. 

Beards are not neglected and handsome models are shown wearing the many 
popular styles of goatees, Imperials, side-burns, Van Dykes, lambrequins, Santa 
Claus, rabbits-foot and hick-danglers. 

A separate room is devoted to false hair, and is divided, on the left being 
the Men’s Wig Collection, with toupees, barristers’ wigs, full-bottomed wigs, 
and peruques. On the Ladies’ side of the aisle are switches, bangs, transforma- 
tions, fascinators, puffs, rats, corkscrews, and spit-curls. 

The story of shaving is told from the days of the oyster-shell razor down to 
the safety razor, which came in with the safety bicycle. It was a case of safety 
last, in shaving. In the laboratory our scientists spend the days splitting hairs, 
a delicate process and very hard on the eyes. We have also several of the 
famous hairs “of the dog that bit you” which have a medicinal and curative 
value. I keep these in my private laboratory. This great work is maintained 
by a special fund known as the Triplett Fresh Hair Fund to which the atten- 
tion of the public is respectfully called. 


When friends leave we are down- 
hearted; 
Hair knows what ’tis to be parted! 
—W. S. Lapsley. 


FIsH ARE LANDED WITH NETS; POOR FISH WITH HAIR NETS! 


Hf. iy Lae Bi Se eT 


“I beg your pardon, sir. You wish to know where the fire-escape is? On 
either side of the elevator, sir. But you need not be nervous. We have such a 
powerful sprinkler system that we carry a line of life-preservers to rescue our 
customers in case of fire!” 


WELL, ISN’T IT? 


Doris: “Jeanette is certainly dense, 
isn’t she?” 

Nan: “What makes you think that?” 

Doris: “She thinks ‘nut coal’ is the 
fuel they burn in insane asylums.” 


THE IDEA 


It was recently told, at a lecture, 
that when Mark Twain and a friend 
were seated in an old hotel in New 
York they suddenly decided to have a 
drink. 

Mr. Twain was not a strong drinker, 
but when the waiter brought him a 
whiskey and a small glass of water as 
a chaser he waved it aside and said: 
“What’s the use of starting a fire and 
putting it right out again?” 

—J. F. M. 


The End of a Perfect Day! 


THE ALARM 


NEEDED HELP The Fire Station telephone was 
ringing steadily before it was 
Mr. Meek: “Is this the fire depart- answered. 
ment?” A woman’s voice on the one end. 
Voice on ’Phone: “Yes.” “Hello. Hello. Fire Station? 
Mr. Meek: “Come right over and  There’s a fire at 410 Street. 
fire my cook. I haven’t got the nerve.” Can you come?” 


—W. F. Limnes. —R. W. Redwine. 
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\F \‘D OF KNOWN THEY 
WUZ S'MUCH HEAVY 

LIFTIN® IN THIS BUSINESS, 
y > OF SIUCK TOT: 


The Unromantic Fireman. 


BA Tie ORL Xx A Een 


“Bathroom fixtures? 
basement. 


Squirtingly, sir. 


You will find a full line in the 


“Have you seen our latest novelty in this line, April showers for September 


morns ?” 


THE FAUCET’S SONG 
A Bathroom Ballad 


With Words Fashioned Sunday 
Morning 


By George S. Chappell 


Hark to the tune of the drip of the 
tap, 
Drips. 2 OXO .7. «, ALID is. ois 
Each liquid note is a soft little slap, 


SID panes /GLOP ss tN 9:0) 
Sometimes the song for a moment is 
still, 


Bubbling and warbling a delicate trill, 
Then once again it resumes, with a 
will, 
UN te sete LOD. 5 -<-ePA e kot ¢ 
Lying in bed, I enjoy the refrain, 
Glipww.).02lap nia. elu bees 
Lulling me off into slumber again, 
Blips... blap. ss Ui blubten, . 
“Time to get up,” pitter-patters its 
lay, 
Pleasant to hear, for I needn’t obey!! 
Praise be to Allah, it’s Sunday today, 
ENS tO eee BUY ois 


Brown gets the dishes done before 
his wife gets back from her vacation! 


STRICTLY 


Guest: “Has this room a private 
bath?” 

Country Hotel Clerk: “Ye ean make 
it as private as ye want by shuttin’ 
the door after ye get in!” 

—Elizabeth Freschl. 
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WOMAN TO WOMAN 

GEE 1M HERES A NICE 

Over the back-yard fence two TIRED SOFT CUSHION 

women were discussing a third. TO LIE DOWN ON 

“And dirty children,” exclaimed one, 

“why, Mrs. Kelly’s children are that 

dirty she don’t know one from an- 
other except on Saturday night!” 

—James A. Sanaker. 


If it’s a “beauty sleep,” why don’t 
they look it when they get up in the 
morning ? 


THE LAND OF THE FREE AND 
THE HOME OF THE BRAVE! 


European Guide: “The girls here 
make wine by pressing the grapes 
down with their feet.” 

American: “Listen, bo—where I 
come from the girls take a bath in it!” 

—E. J. Kiefer. apne the Pup. 


TO A HOT-WATER BOTTLE! 
By Esse B. Hamot 


Oh, water-bag, dear water-bag, what should I do without you? 
Some way, you see, there’s something that’s so comforting about you! 


You’re just exactly what I want whene’er the world is cold, dear; 


Your warm heart beating close to me my strength and health uphold, dear. 


Misguided folks may slander you: they fail to realize, dear, 
That service—yielding, zealous, free—has made of you a prize, dear. 


I know you have a rubber neck, that often you get full, dear; 
In spite of this you’ll always have with me the greatest pull, dear. 


I want you always by my side, or lying at my feet, dear; 
My fondest thoughts are all of you and of the times we meet, dear. 


You'll never know, dear water-bag, the comfort you have given. 
On earth I need you every night . . . I hope I'll not in Heaven!! 
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WANTED THE WHOLE BOX 


“Mother, can I have a piece of candy?” 
“No, Buddy, not until you’ve washed your hands. And if you wash your 
face, I’ll give you two pieces.” 
Buddy was gone for about 30 minutes. When he again appeared his mother 
asked the reason for his absence. 
“Mother, I’ve taken a bath,” said Buddy. 
—George J. Jacobs. 


THE BIG PARADE 
By John Gilbertson 


I saw on the billboards a sign 
Announcing a circus parade; 

It made my blood tingle like wine, 
For always the tinsel and braid 

Have thrilled me since kiddihood days, 
And now, though I am a grown man, 
Pll travel a mighty long ways 

To see one whenever I can. 


Parades of all kinds get my eye! 
The Easter Parade finds me there! 
The one on the Fourth of July 

I love for its fanfare and blare. 

And each noon I fall into line 

To parade to the dining room door; 
I think that parade’s pretty fine, 

I couldn’t like one any more. 


I like to parade with my lodge 

At conclaves, and funerals, too. 

Am I Marshal? Oh, no! That I 

dodge! 

And yet I'll confess this to you: 
There’s one where I do not evade 
The leadership honors so bright— 
I’m first in the week’s big parade 
To the bathroom on Saturday night! 


eee 2k OC hE G sh 


“You say, sir, that the saleslady at the newsstand is so dumb she thinks a 


strip eartoon is a study in the nude? 


“Well, I’ have you understand that our entire sales-foree—yes, I said sales- 
force, NOT sales-farce—is composed of college graduates, and if you doubt it 
you can go to the—delicatessen counter and look up their records! 


“For instance——” 


IN KLASS AT KRAZY COLLEGE 


Conducted by Judy and Maxine 


Teacher: 
“Mr. Wheel, your necktie is crooked.” 
Ferriss Wheel: 
“So’s my neck.” 
Teacher: 
“For that remark 2’ll put you down 
for ‘cuckoo.’ ” 
Ferriss Wheel: 
“Another steak was burnt to death, 
I’m strong, you see, for diplomacy, 
I ate the darn thing though I hated 
it— 
And my wife was the cuckoo cre- 
mated it.” 
* * * 
Teacher: 
“Do what you can with ‘festival, 
Mrs. Collarsky.” 
Pearl Collarsky: 
“Ven I get married I’ll live so stylish 
like a queen, 
Rolls Jl drive and not a Henry- 
can; 
Fine silks I’ll wear each mornink ven 
I market for the day, 
But—festival must I find meinself a 
man!” 


Teacher: 

“Miss Early, I wish you wouldn’t 
blow your nose so hard, though I sup- 
pose it’s used to it. Anyway, try not 
to talk through it when you recite ‘ex- 
tradition.’ ” 

Rose Early: 
“We've got a lovely new tea set at 


our house, 

With a plate for candy and one for 
cakes ; 

I can be kinda careless when I dry 
them, 

For there’s an extradition case one 
breaks.” 

* * * 
Teacher: 


“Now, Lotta, you try your hand, or 
brain, at a sentence with the word 
‘journey’ in it.” 

Lotta Bunque: 
“Oh, dad’s right knee has pained him 
now 

Since nineteen twenty-two, 

If you had rheumatiz like him 

Wouldn’t journey pain you, too?” 

—Mrs. H. L. Brandt. 
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Teacher: 
“And now, Miss Formeesky, take 
‘demise.’ ” 
Ray Formeesky: 
“Hosh-a-by, bebby, on de tree top, 
De cat jomped over de moon, 
De liddle cow laughed he should see 
sutch sport 
And demise ran avay mit de spoon.” 
—Ella Everton. 


* #® 
Teacher: 

“Philip, give me that chewing gum 
and never expect to see it again. Now 
use ‘economy’ correctly.” 

Phil Myglass: 
“Dey sent me up for t’ree long years 

To a prison where dey slave yer, 
Dey let me out in t’irty monts 

Economy good behavior.” 

—F, P. Wheeler. 


& * * 
Teacher: 

“Mr. Hall will adjust his diamond 
searfpin and tell the class of his ex- 
periences at the races, employing the 
word ‘propagate.’ ” 

Pullen Hall: 

“They’re off! My five spot’s trembling 
in the balance! 

Come on, Remorse! 
Don’t wait! 

Oh, horse, you run like New Orleans 


Snap into it! 


molasses! 
Step on the gas—that’s not the propa- 
gate!” 
Le a 
Teacher: 


“Jackson, you may stop whitewash- 
ing the wall a moment and recite the 
word ‘folder’ in honor of your birth- 
day.” 

Jackson Vill: 
“Neveh sass your poppa or your 
momma 


Or include your old gran’daddy in 
your jokes, 
’Cause if yo’ all expec’s to git to 
hebben 
Yo’ mus’ sho’ly hab respec’ folder 
folks.” 
—Mrs. A. L. Feldicker. 


* * * 
Teetcher: 
“Miss Kop will oblige with an obli- 
gato on the word ‘rhapsody.’ ” 
Calla Kop: 
“Mrs. Mendelbaum 
daughter, vat iss? 
You look like somebody’s undressed 
you! 
Witt a dress cut so low you should 
vear yet a coat 
Or a rhapsody cops von’t arrest 
you!’” 


said, ‘Oi, my 


—M. H. Vunkers. 
* * * 
Teacher: 
“Mr. Voyle, have you ever had dia- 
betes?” 
Ollie Voyle: 
“No.” 
Teacher: 
“Well, you’ve got it now.” 
Ollie Voyle: 
“Look out for Yale!’ the Captain 
cried, 

‘They’re aiming to defeat us, 

And all their football team has sworn 

They’ll either diabetes.’ ” 

—Morris Bishop. 
s s 
Teacher: 

“T understand, Pearl, your grand- 
father was a great musician and 
played his last piece on a one-string 
affair with his feet about 12 inches 
from the ground. Perhaps you can 
play on our sympathy by using the 


— word ‘possibility.’ ” 
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Pearl Stringer: 

“You can’t fix that gas stove’ mom 
said to pa; 

But pa went and fixed it, and then 

Three plumbers arrived to unfix it 
back— 

Ma won’t doubt possibility again.” 


* * * 
Teacher: 


“Tura, can you use the word ‘Para- 
pets’ in a sentence?” 
Lura Mann: 
“Mildred and Mamie can laugh and 
dance 
And smoke their cigarettes. 
They don’t know much, but they really 
are 
A cute little parapets.” 
—Sylvester Miller. 


* * * 
Teacher: 

“Miss Parker, you have a keen 
mind; compose a few lines using the 
words ‘Safety Razor.’ ” 

Mae I. Parker: 
“The girl was born in Mexico; her 
father brought her here 

When once they had a revolution 

scare. 
He said he liked the country, but the 
people were so queer 

He didn’t think ’twas safety razor 


there.” 
‘—Lueille H. Neher. 
* = * 
Teacher: 
“Mr. Lightly, how do you feel about 
‘disposal’ ?” 


Tredd Lightly : 

“Sidney the sheik stroked his baby 
mustache, 

Tipped his hat down over his head, 

Crossed his bag-covered legs and 
sighed to himself: 

‘Disposal knock ’em all dead!” 


Teacher: 

“<Hixamine’ would sound sweet from 
your Cupid’s bow lips, Mr. Fever.” 
Chilzen Fever: 

“T ate so much at breakfast time 

My stomach it is achin’, 
Besides the fruit and serial 

I had examine bacon.” 

—Rudolph W. Heinrichs. 


ce * * 
Teacher: 

“Professor, we are ready for ‘poison 
ivy.’ And don’t open your mouth so 
wide when you speak—your tonsils 
look like danger signals on the rear 
of your train of thought.” 

Prof. Ficient: 

“Mein Louie knocked over der grand- 
fadder clock 

Und Hans shot my nose mit his gun, 

Und den little Fritz 

Got mad und threw fits— 

Ach, mein poison ivy have fun!” 

—Courtenay Pace. 


* * #® 


Teacher: 

“Having just received a cable to 
the effect that Miss Judy is at home 
sharpening the week’s supply of tooth- 
picks, I will temporarily take charge. 
First of all I want to speak severely 
to Miss Pie for persisting in sending 
me love letters. Surely you don’t 
really care for me so violently. If you 
have anything to say for yourself, use 
‘emergency.’ ” 

Mag Pie: 

“If I was buried down under the 
ground 

As deep as deep could be, 

And I thought I heard your charming 
voice, 

I’m sure I’d emergency.” 

—Cornelia Smallin. 
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Teacher: 

“Inasmuch as Miss Judy is busily 
engaged in trying to make an omelette 
without ruining the shape of her eggs, 
I will take the class and ask Mr. 
O’Goat to trifle with the word 
‘lather.’ ” 

Pat O’Goat: 

“Oi dreamt me house burnt down last 
night— 

This may sound loike a foine lot av 
blather, 

But ivery dom thing in it wint 

But the soap, which cloimed down its 
own lather.” 

—Elise Azoy. 


* * * 
Teacher: 
“Mr. Jackson, are you familiar with 
the use of the word ‘Mohair’ ?” 
Moses George Washington Jackson: 
“Oh, yes, indeedy. I’se got a little 
pome ’bout dat— 
“Dis here man Rockefeller 
An’ me ain’t far from square; 
Of co’se he got mo’ money, 
But den I got mohair.” 
—Samuel Berson. 


* * * 
Teacher: 

“Tet me see. I guess I’ll have Izzy 
use ‘each’ and ‘hesitate.’ Allons en- 
fant!” 

Isadore Nottadore: 
“Mein brudders dey scratch all de 
time, 

From knees right to de pate, 

Vun hes de each for seven years 

De odder hesitate.” 

—Irving Borcherd. 


2 * * 
Teacher: 
“Mr. Mine, you seldom answer, so 
now kindly oblige with ‘frequent.’ ” 


Izzy Mine: 

“The midgit and his manager were 
making hootch, 

When the cops arrived in a hansom, 

The manager got stuck in a window 
frame 

But the frequent through the transom.” 

—M. H. Van Ness. 


* * * 
Teacher: 

“Mr. Doam, will you ask your neigh- 
bor to stand aside so that you can 
stand up and put ‘shiver’ in a sen- 
tence?” 


M. T. Doam: 
“TI went with a girl to theatre 
And she did enjoy it, no doubt, 
My wife, though, will be awful angry 
If shiver finds it out.” 
—Helen MacLennan. 


* * = 
Teacher: 

“Mr. Dilly, old thing, wake up 
long enough to dally with the word 
‘amazon.’ ” 

Pick A. Dilly: 

“T’m sure that my waiter is crazy, 

He ’ands me the check, then says he: 

‘You pay for the rest of the dinner 

But please, sir, the amazon me.’ ” 
—Gertrude Mansbach. 


® * Sd 
Teacher: 

“Now, Phil, you look like a milk-fed 
baby, work out the word ‘miniature’ 
for us.” 

Phil Space: 
“Minnie she was sixty-eight, 

She smoked, danced, sang a song, 
And her grandfather sweetly said, 

‘Miniature age that’s wrong.’ ” 

—Jerry Strong. 
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Teacher: 

“How is life treating you, Mrs. Blit- 
zen, since you divorced your artist 
husband for hanging around the house 
all day long? On your way please 
pick ‘daisies’ and ‘violets.’ ” 

Mrs. Donnern Blitzen: 

“My new vun’s a salesman and travels 
a lot, 

Und belief me dot’s a bother too— 

Some daisies at home und some daisies 
not, 

Und violets a nuisance, vell vot can 
I do?” 

—Roland Pollock. 


Teacher: 

“Mr. Cake, I’ll thank you not to 
look so sour in my sweet classroom! 
If you don’t like this world suppose 
you give us your idea of a better one, 
with the aid of the single letter H.” 
Pat HE. Cake: 

“Oi’ve a gin’rel notion of paradise, 
If you want to know, it’s this’n: 
Where nary a woman has a word to 
say 
And H man does naught but listen.” 
—Eila Olmstead. 


Teacher: 

“Now we’ve got the word ‘immacu- 
late.’ It’s a clean word and Mr. See 
will show us how well he can use it 
in a sentence.” 

Lem E. See: 
“My Mariett’? she leava da home 

An’ stoppa to speaka to Jule, 

Datsa boy on da street; I saya to her 

‘Sure, immaculate for da school.’” 

—F. P. Pitzer. 


Teacher: 

“We will now hear from Mr. 
Samuel, and I will give him the word 
‘Adenoid.’” 

Sam Pell Kase: 

“His friends urged him to speak a 
piece, 

Some sentimental stuff, 

‘Speak Gunga Din,’ they begged. Sam 
smiled. 

‘Adenoid vell enough.’ ” 

—Roger Willits. 


Teacher: 

“Hearken to your principal while 
Miss Judy takes time out to cut the 
sleeves off her father’s vest. Miss 
Lynn, quit rolling your black flesh 
colored stockings and explain if there 
is any truth to the report that you 
have been going around talking about 
me? You may use the word ‘assidu- 
ous.’ ” 

Mandy Lynn: 


“Sarah Jackson said you _ looks 
peculiar, 

But Ah upholds ma teachers all Ah 
can— 


Ah hopes to be exemptified fo’ lyin’, 
But assiduous a bery han’some man.” 


Teacher: 

“T know it’s natural for you to stand 
there like a dummy, Lucy, but use the 
word ‘curious’ in a sentence.” 

Luce Ends: 
“Dad’s redness of the nose it seems 

He cannot cure, somehow, 

‘Try ice-cold shower baths,’ folks said, 

That’s the curious taking now.” 

—Elsie Baumgartner. 
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Teacher: 

“T heard a certain young lady kid- 
ding you about your unfortunate habit 
of stuttering, Mr. Around.” 


Stammern Around: 
“Y-yes, and I ¢-c-came right b-back 
at her, too.” 


Teacher: 
“Such as how, including ‘kimona’?”’ 


Stammern Around: 

“T m-may be s-slow when I talk,’ I 
s-said, 

‘B-but at making l-love I’m there! 

And i-if you d-doubt my word, I 


s-said, 
‘Why k-kimona-and get your share.” 
—EH. L. Sahn. 
= * * 
Teacher: 


“Mr. Stahl, can you wake up suf- 
ficiently to use the word ‘Pickerel’ in 
a sentence?” 


Ike N. Stahl: 
“My foreman said ‘Hey, 
You’ve done nothing to tire you. 
Speed up with that pickerel 
Sure have to fire you.’ ” 
—Edna Baehr. 


2 * *® 
Teacher: 
“Otto, stop rustling your naturali- 
zation papers and try your English on 
the word ‘armistice.’ ” 


Otto B. Ashamed: 

“Gretchen my sweetie’s an innocent 
girl, 

You vouldn’t belief how modest und 
coy! 

She yelled, when I’d hugged her an 
hour or so: 

“Ach der Louis! whose armistice, you 
naughty poy?” 


Teacher: 

“Frank, favor us with the word ‘bi- 
ennial.’ ” 
Frank Talk: 
“Christmas means jewelry for mother, 
Furs for sis and Havanas for Jim— 
Father goes broke on the others— 
But they biennial thing for him.” 

—Marjorie Dickinson. 


« = = 
Teacher: 


“Mr. Nottadore, entertain us by put- 
ting the word ‘entertained’ in a sen- 


-- tence.” 


Isadore Nottadore: 
Sarah I luf somevun much 

End it ained my mudder, 

End it ained my fadder, too, 

Entertained my brudder.” 

—Jack Pomerantz. 
* = * 
Teacher: 

“While Miss Judy is knitting a hot- 
water bottle for the charity bazaar, I 
will ask Mr. Thing to favor us with 
“legal. ”” 

Adam Thing: 

“The li’l owlet cries: ‘Hoo hoo—hoo 
hoo,’ 

The 1i’1 crow emits its raucous call; 

The li’l chicken goes ‘peep peep—peep 
peep,’ 

But illegal don’t make any sound at 
all!” 


—Beverly Adams. 
* = » 
Teacher: 
“Mr. Kidd, can you illustrate the 
use of the word ‘Dismissal’ ?” 
Dan D. Kidd: 
“T like all de girls in de city, 
But I keep all me kisses for Kate; 
If ever I kiss any other sweet miss, 
Den dismissal gimme de gate.” 
—David Loew. 
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Teacher: 

“Virgie, will you twist your cute 
little mouth around the word ‘rever- 
end’?” 

Virginia Hamm: 

“Tll be your fly-paper, 
Genevieve,” 

He whispered these words in her ear, 

“Then J’ll stick to you,” she quickly 
replied, 

“For reverend ever, my dear.” 

—Irene Tyson. 


oh_ sweet 


= * * 
Teacher: 

“Miss Wilde, can you compose a 
stanza containing the word ‘terror- 
ize’?” 

Mae B. Wilde: 
“T have a new neighbor who thinks 
she’s a vamp; 

She thinks she can knock ’em all 

dead. 
But she’d better not bother that hus- 
band of mine, 

Or I’ll terrorize out of her head.” 


* * * 
Teacher: 

“Miss Goodwin, I think the proper 
word for you is ‘contrite.’ Stand up 
and speak out loud.” 

I. May Goodwin: 
“Right on this dotted line just sign,” 

An agent said one night, 

But Tony, with a shrug, he said: 

‘Impossible! Contrite.’ ” 

—Lou 8. Nichols. 


* * * 

Teacher: 

“Mr. Mann, you may illustrate the 
use of the word ‘Stagnation.’ ” 
O. U. Mann: 
“Tf women keep on 

They’ll upset all creation; 
When they are all men 

’T will be a stagnation.” 


Teacher: 

“Mr. Bird, you may warble a stanza, 

using the word ‘Disconsolate.’ ” 

Earl E. Bird: 

“My sister’s in love with a street car 
man, 

So each night Dad broadcasts a 

warning: 
‘Now, Jane, don’t keep disconsolate, 

For he’s got to work in the morn- 

ing.’ ” —Phyllis Bette. 
* * * ; 
Teacher: 
“Adjust your cravat, Mr. Worse— 
‘distinguished’ is the word.” 
Worsen Worse: 
“There once was a mutt named Dupree 
Whose wife was more homely than he. 
‘I loved her sister,’ he cried, 
‘But the silly thing died, 
And I had distinguished onto me.” 
—Helen Potter. 
* * * 
Teacher: 

“Tf Mr. Surface will be so good as 
to bagpipe the word ‘venomous’ I am 
sure it won’t be so bad. Be sure, 
though, to extract the burrs.” 

Sandy Surface: 
“T dinna ken write verra mooch, 

But ane nicht from a crock 
I drank bootleg an’ ’twas jus’ twelve 

Venomous ran oop the clock!” 

—Stanley Gluck. 
* * * 
Teacher: 

“The class will please not comment 
on Miss Judy’s absence while it listens 
to ‘swearing’ from Miss Face.” 

Maida Face: 
“Lemme tell you about Mae Mce- 
Snooty— 
She cert’n’y gets my goat— 
In spite of her upstage manners 
Swearing her last year’s coat!” 
—Richard Reilley. 


90 THE FUN SHOP 


eT 


Teacher: 

“Now, Mrs. Lipsky, for passing that 
salami sandwich to Miss Formeesky 
you will both recite. ‘Erroneous,’ 
please.” 

Rosie Lipsky: 
“Sutch a noive that dot Mrs. Marko- 
witz 
Should accuse my boy Jakie to coise 
her! 
Mein son he may not be an angel 
But erroneous even mutch woiser!” 
—Mrs. W. B. Rand. 
* * * 
Teacher: 

“Will you stop munching that garlic, 
Signor Teen, and play us ‘disap- 
pointment’ on your accordion pleated 
shirt ?” 

Nick A. Teen: 

“T mus’ admit, Judge, I beat-a her up 
So she’ll nevair look-a da same; 

But what I can do? She trump-a my 


ace 
An’ disappointment da whole-a dam 
game!” 
—L. C. MacDonald. 
* * = 
Teacher: 


“Will Miss Plate oblige with ‘dis- 

mantle’ ?” 

Phyllis Plate: 

“It’s true de sap I goes wid is a dizzy 
lookin’ egg, 

And I’m always bein’ kidded by me 
brudder, 

But bein’ as guys of any kind is 
mighty scarce dese days, 

I’m goin’ to hold dismantle I git 
anudder!” 

* * * 

Teacher: 

“Nick, the word ‘semaphor’ is a rail- 
road term, and I want you to show 
the class how you can put it in a 
sentence.” 


[ 


Nick Knazx: 
“A nica de gal I once tooka out 
I say, ‘Have a soda, Marie?’ 
She saya, ‘Sure Mike, maka me a 
sundae.’ 
I saya, ‘De semaphor me.’” 
—Jerry Gioliti. 


* * * 
Teacher: 

“Now, Ikey, I see you practicing 
Charleston footwork under your desk. 
Is that nice, I ask you! Stop it and 
practice ‘ecstasy.’ ” 

Ike Couldent: 
“Tf I vas a liddle leghorn hen 
How heppy I vould be, 
To look underneath meinself und there 
A dozen ecstasy!” 
—A. L. Brodbeck. 


* * * 
Teacher: 

“Miss Judy respectfully requests the 
presence of the word ‘quantity’ in the 
company of Mr. Bodied, R. S. V. P.” 
Abel Bodied: 

“Sure, Mike he is wan awful thafe! 

What’s not nailed down he’d hook it, 

If something in a store he saw 

And Mike quantity just took it!” 
—Robert H. Warrick. 


* * * 
Teacher: 

“Bertram, you haven’t many words 
in your vocabulary, but you certainly 
use the few you have quite frequently. 
Let me hear ‘defiant’? from your busy 
lips.” 

Bert Seed: 

“Mah sistah’s bufday’s comin’ soon, 

An’ las’ night she got soah 

Becawz Ah said Ah’d buy her gift 

In defiant ten cent stoah.” 
—Frances Norton. 


Geno eM Pet A OL EN ED as 


“T am sorry you are dissatisfied, sir, but if you have any complaint will you 
kindly put it in writing and drop it in that box. 
“Yes, it’s for those who consider themselves stung, too!” 


+ 
IMPROVEMENTS THOUGHTLESS 
By Wallace M. Bayliss Barnes: “Is it a boy or a girl?” 
Nurse: “It’s twins, sir.” 
I Barnes: “Isn’t that just like a 


woman! And she knows we only have 
bf 
Whene’er I look upon a cow a three-passenger car!” 


I cannot help but notice how = . 
Good Mother Nature failed; pane 
Had I made up a cow, I ween 


© would, without a doubt, h : 
That ae Bee tea! oe \M SURE "'D FEEL 
DISGUSTED TOO, IF 
I would have hung, on either side, MY LEGS WERE 


A tail fixed firmly to the hide; 
You get the plan, I hope. BENT AND MY 


Then, when she felt like playing, she NOSE WAS PUSHED 
Could twist the tails together, see? IN, LIKE. PAPAS \ 


And have a skipping rope! 
II 


Whene’er an itch comes in my back 
I feel, like other men, the lack 
Of something good to seratch it. 
I think, had I invented man, 
IT would have used a certain plan; 
You'll find it hard to match it. 


A third hand on a little arm 
Hung in the back could do no harm, 
And would assist a fella; 
Not only scratching would you gain, 
But when you went out in the rain 
’Twould hold the darned umbrella! Strongheart, the Pup. 
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NOT A BAD IDEA! 


Chairman Women’s Committee: 
“Sir, I have come to see you about 
squeezing in the street cars.” 

Company Official: “Don’t you think 
the park would be nicer?” 

—Walter Clare Martin. 


SORE ON THE WORLD 


Now that women have taken his 
shape and his haircut, and men his 
pants, is it any wonder that the mod- 
ern boy is a difficult proposition to 
handle? 


FROM THEIR DRESS 


Mrs. Wilson: “I wonder if that 

couple over there are man and wife.” 

Wilson: “Great Scott! I can’t even 

figure out if they’re man and woman!” 
—Sunny. 


THE TROUBLE WITH WIVES 
By Milton Wendler 


There’s something the matter with 
wives today, 

With that you must all agree. 

Now, girls! Don’t get mad! 
get off my say 

And then we shall see what we see. 

There are wives who go out every 
night in the week, 

And wives who will not go at all; 

There are some—just a few—who are 
humble and meek, 

And plenty who have lots of gall. 


Let me 


There are wives who ean’t cook and 
who don’t want to learn, 
Who thrive upon delicatessen; 


There are some who spend all that 
their husbands can earn, 

And some who keep poor hubbies 
guessin’. 

There are wives who won’t part with 
a nickel or dime, 

Who collect, every week, hubby’s pay; 

There are some who are crazy to have 
a good time 

And some who complain night and 
day. 


There are wives who make husbands 
bring breakfast to bed, 

There are wives who are faithless, 
untrue; 

And some, in all justice, it ought to 
be said, 

Are perfect—but oh, they are few! 

Yes, most of the married girls lead 
funny lives, 

That’s a fact, folks, believe it or not, 

And the reason there’s something the 
matter with wives 

Is the kind of husbands they’ve got! 


MARY, QUITE CONTRARY! 


Near the little village of White 
Face, N. H., there has lived for the 
past 70 years an old chap famous both 
as a character and a wit. “Pop,”—I 
hesitate to use his true name for ob- 
vious reasons—has always lived on a 
small farm from which he and his wife 
seldom stray and to which, because of 
its inaccessibility, few visitors ever 
journey. 

A few years ago, two friends of 
mine had occasion to call on Pop one 
afternoon with reference to the pur- 
chase of a wood lot which Pop had for 
sale. As they drove into the yard, 
Pop shuffled out the back door to wel- 
come them, closely followed by his 
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wife. The usual greetings were ex- 
changed and the occasion for the visit 
explained. 

Pop’s freedom of speech has always 
been hampered by two agencies be- 
yond his control: first, by a pro- 
nounced tendency to stammer when 
embarrassed or excited; second, and 
possibly more directly, by the wife’s 
exercise of her reputed ancestral pre- 
rogatives. I suspect that the excite- 
ment of the whole affair may have 
temporarily placed Pop under a handi- 
cap. However that may be, his wife 
proceeded to direct the preliminary 
negotiations much to the ever-increas- 
ing annoyance of the nominal head of 
the family. After no less than a dozen 
unsuccessful sallies, Pop stepped in 
between the conferees and, sweeping 
his better half none too gently aside, 
he burst forth,— 

“M-M-Mary, y-y-y-you go into the 
house! Y-Y-You don’t know as much 
as yer did ]-l-last year and 1-1-l-last 
year wuz a d-d-d-darn poor year 
fer ya.” 

—L. R. Carey. 


“BEE” STINGS! 


When first he met fair Beatrice 
He thought no sweeter maid could 
be. 
They soon were wed; he finds he’s 
stung, 
So now he calls her simply “Bee.” 
—Fred Cruse. 


THE MODERN GENERATION 


“What’s the matter now, Barton?” 
“The world’s topsy turvy—my 
daughter is wearing knickers and my 
son is taking a girl’s part in the col- 
lege play!” 
—Catherine Reiland. 


SANTA CLAUS MAKES A 
DEMAND 


By Santa Himself 


The time has come for my yearly ride, 

Over the country, far and wide, 

Sliding down chimneys, bringing joys 

To wild-eyed kiddies, both girls and 
boys! 

My kit is packed and my reindeer 
team, 

Well-fed and peppy, is full of steam; 

I’ve sorted the letters that kiddies 
write, 

And had my beard cleaned, snowy 
white, \ 

And ordered a nice, fresh fall of snow, 

In short, I’m ready and rarin’ to go!! 


But one thing bothers me: WHAT to 
do 

With the terrible, modern chimney- 
flue! 

Why they build ’em, nowadays, so 
small 

That I can’t get into the things at all, 

And worse than, a lot of ’em lead 

NOT into a fireplace, ...no, in- 
deed! ... 

But into a boiler! Then, by cripes, 

I’m expected to crawl up through the 
pipes, 

Like an eel or a leetle alligator, 

Dragging my pack through a radiator! 


I think, in the future, there ought to 
be, 

Provision made for a man like me, 

Which might be part of the Building 
Laws: 

“Special Chimneys for Santa Claus.” 
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WOT A LIFE! 
By Freddie Vermeersch 


If I hold her hand, 
She thinks I’m bold; 
If I don’t 
She thinks I’m mighty cold; 
If I muss her hair, 
She ealls for Mother; 
If I don’t 
She calls me brother; 
If I try to kiss her 
It’s “No, you don’t!” 
If not 
She’ll entice me for fear I won’t. 
If I tease her 
She starts to ery; 
Tf not 
It’s “Here’s your hat. 
SO 
What’s a feller gonna do? 


Good-bye!” 


BETWIXT AND BETWEEN 


Evelyn: “Beatrice is at an awkward 
age, isn’t she?” 
Peggy: “Yes; she’s too old to marry 
a young man for love, and not young 
enough to land an old millionaire.” 
—Mrs. Hattie Klotz. 


NO REASON TO COMPLAIN 


It sounds like a foreign invention. 

At any rate, the story has been 
going the rounds of the Continent, 
reached England, and now reaches us. 
It is to the effect that President 
Wilson, traversing the golden streets 
of the New Jerusalem, encountered no 
less a person than Moses. The follow- 
ing exchange then took place between 
the two: 


“You are Mr. Wilson, are you not?” 

OT am.” 

“T am very sorry for you.” 

“Why so?” 

“Weren’t you Woodrow Wilson, 
President of the United States?” 

“T was.” 

“And didn’t you issue the Fourteen 
Points for the settlement of the great 
war?” 

“OT did.” 

“Well, I am sorry for you, because 
they have done such dreadful things to 
your Fourteen Points.” 

“Wor the matter of that, I should ad- 
vise you to go back to the earth and 
see what they have done to your Ten 
Commandments.” 


| WE WANT FEWER 
| CHRISTMASES 


AND 


| MORE PAY ! 


Department store and other profes- 
sional Santas go on strike. 
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WAS I BORN UNDER THE 
DOUBLE CROSS? 


By McKinley H. Sauer 


One day, despite my rivals three, 

The girl I longed to make my bride 
Agreed that she would go with me 
To take a good, long auto ride. 

Alas, four tires all went fiat! 

Will this day bring such luck as that? 


Serene, I walked with jaunty air 

Till yesterday, but now I moan; 
Instead of smiling, now I swear— 
My neighbor bought a saxophone! 
He’s blown my smiles and joy away; 
I wonder what’s in store today! 


I never wrote a funny verse 

To cheer a weary heart along 

But that the printer makes me curse 
By getting half my phrases wrong. 
A line or two he’ll often miss— 

I wonder how he’ll butcher this! 


Oh, ever thus since childhood’s hour 

By many things my soul is vexed; 

’Neath fortune’s bludgeonings I cower, 

Yet stick around to see what’s next! 

Last night SHE gave me back my 
ring! 

I WONDER what today will bring!! 


"TIS A WEARY WORLD 


Uncle Martin: “What’s the trouble, 
Jimmie?” 

Jimmie: “Aw, I don’t have no fun 
at all. Five days a week I got t’ got’ 
school, Saturdays I got t’ take a bath, 
an’ Sundays I got t’ keep clean!” 

—John Bergstrom. 


RELATIVITY 


Mrs. Fisher: “Mrs. Curtis has twice 
as many clothes as I have.” 
Fisher: “Well, she’s had twice as 
many husbands.” 
—Rose Reisman. 


SLIPPERY IKE 


I always was an awkward dunce; 
I’ve slipped and fallen more than once. 


I slipped on a banana skin 
And broke my shoulder and my shin. 


I slipped upon a hard-wood floor, 
And stood up for a week or more. 


How many times I slipped and fell 
I couldn’t near begin to tell. 


The last slip was the worst of all; 
T’ll say I certainly did fall! 


It happened one fine day last spring 
When I slipped on a wedding ring! 
—Genevieve Gore. 


IF YOU HAVE TEARS, 
PREPARE— 


In a little village in the Highlands 
of Scotland a woman lay upon her bed 
awaiting death. 

For years past little affection had 
existed between her and her husband, 
and even the less discerning among 
their neighbors had not failed to con- 
nect this state of affairs with frequent 
and prolonged visits from the good 
lady’s mother. 

Realizing that her end was fast ap- 
proaching, she was anxious to bring 


96 THE FUN SHOP 


about a general reconciliation and 
leave her mother and husband on 
friendly terms. With this in mind she 
sent for him. 

“Jock,” she said, as he seated him- 
self awkwardly by her bedside, “ye 
ken I’m lavin’ ye. I ha’e a last request 
to make.” 

“An’ what’s that?” asked Jock. 

“Tt’s this, Jock, that at me funeral 
ye’ll ride in the same carriage wi’ me 
mother.” 

“Weel, Maggie,” he answered, with 
secant enthusiasm in his tone, “I’ll do 
it, for it’s the last thing ye’ll ask of 
me. But I would like ye to ken that 
ye ha’e just spoiled my day fer me.” 

—W. King Stevenson. 


THOUGHTLESS MAN! 


Jennings: “You say your present 
husband blames your first husband? 
In what way?” 

Gibson: “For not taking out more 
life insurance.” 

—Amy F. Jones. 


NEVER AGAIN 
By Wallace M. Bayliss 


I'll pass out no more compliments, 
Too much distress they raise; 

The women lose all common sense 
Once you begin to praise. 

For instance, I told Rudie Gray 

I liked her smile a heap; 

From that time on she smiled all day 
And smiles all through her sleep! 


“You look,” said I to Florence Best, 
“Just like a movie queen.” 

At once that lady was possessed 

To act upon the screen. 


This fool ambition to attain 
Persistently she tried, 

Till three directors went insane, 
Committing suicide! 


One night I told Muriel Clark 

She had a swell profile; 

It was an innocent remark, 

Not flattery or guile. 

But gosh! She’s worn me to a fraz; 
To see her makes me wince; 

Would you believe it, that girl has 
Walked sideways ever since! 


« CAN MAKE 


~ — 7 a 
=a oe 


Strongheart, the Pup, dives to safety! 


STUCK? OH, YES 


Bauer: “Td like to see that new 
house you’re building. Is it stucco?” 
Rand: “No, I am.” 


—Paul S. Powers. 


CARL 
ANCERSON— 


April Fool! 
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THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING 
EARNEST 


Marg: “I was never so insulted in 
my life! Jack kissed me.” 
Peg: “Oh, well, perhaps he didn’t 
mean anything by it.” 
Marg: “That’s just the trouble.” 
—Louise Heller. 


GOOD-BY, GIRLS; 1M THROUGH 


Farewell! I am a useless thing 
It seems. Oh, death, where is thy 
sting? 


You girls play golf; at home I mend; 

You come in late; my dough you 
spend; 

You wear my knickers, break my clubs, 

And lose my golf balls—that’s what 
rubs! 

Around the house you sit and croak 

While all my cigarettes you smoke. 

I can’t say much about the muss 

For all my cuss words you now cuss, 

And now you want my hair to grow 

To save your hairpins! Listen, Bo! 

I’m gonna find a desert place 

And start anew the human race 

So I can lead a proper life 

And be a husband, NOT a wife! 

—Purcell G. Hunter. 


4 Crying Out Loud! 


THE REASON 


Fisher: “I hear you are moving 
away. What’s the matter with this 
town ?” 

Robinson: “I can’t get anything, my 
wife can’t get anywhere, and my 
daughter can’t get anybody.” 

—Raymond G. Dingemann. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


“We'd oughter have an Old Home week,” suggested the mayor. 
But the chief of police thought differently. 
“Why git back a lot of people that we are well rid of 2” 


—Charles V. McAdam. 


cia a ita gs 


A ea iol i aatinsk 


“Jewelry? We carry a beautiful stock, sir, genuine and imitation, for family 


or friends. 


“Our synthetic pearls would deceive an oyster! Kindly keep both hands on 
the counter while examining the diamonds.” 


HARD-HEARTED 


Mose: “Dinah, I shuah would lke 
to engrave mah name on yo’ heart.” 
Dinah: “Oh, go “long, niggah. Don’ 
yo’-all know as how it takes a diamon’ 
to do any engravin’?” 
—Claire Malloy. 


THE FRAT PIN 
By Reeve Oppleman 


He wore his college frat pin 
Just southward from his heart, 
And vowed that from its resting 
place 
That pin should ne’er depart. 
Years that passed still found him 
Firm and standing pat 
Still wearing his college frat pin 
In honor of his frat. 


One day blue eyes confused him 
His high resolve took chase, 
A soft voice coaxed the frat pin 
From its old abiding place; 
They’re now in a little bungalow 
With “Welcome” on the mat. 
And the frat pin? Fastens baby 
clothes 
In honor of his frat! 


THE DIPLOMAT 


Elsie (looking at simple birthday 
present): “I’m a little disappointed, 
dear. I thought you were going to get 
me a string of pearls.” 

Hubby: “Pearls? What do you 
want with pearls, darling, with such 
gorgeous teeth?” 

—Mrs. Ralph Beeming. 


EXPLANATION 
By Albert Rosston 


Let us glance today at the Department of Precious Jewels. 

I have spoken before of our pearls. They are only the beginning of our 
marvelous collection. Our diamond display is remarkable. I picked up some 
of the largest in a curious way. 

It is well known that diamonds are made up largely of carbon. During a 
severe electrical storm in Calcutta, in 796, a bolt struck the electric light pole 
outside my house. As I looked from my window I saw that the ground, where 
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the pole had been, was covered with twinkling objects. Running out, I gathered 
them up. They were diamonds of the first water, flawless and perfect, made 
by one of those freaks of Nature which science tries vainly to imitate. 

Notice, in Case 12, the magnificent carbuncles, taken from the neck of a 
Hindoo Idol. Our ecat’s-eyes are the finest in the world. I was four years in 
the jungle, catching the cats from which they were taken. So, too, with our 
pigeon’s-blood rubies. The pigeons from which these are derived are the shyest 
of creatures and when caught they shut their eyes tightly so that it is as much 
as your life is worth to get the eyes out without cracking them. 

The necklace of polished gall-stones, semi-precious but very beautifully 
carved, were part of the late Czar’s Collection and were given to me by his 
Aide, Col. Shirtzoff, during the Russo-Japanese War. How he came by them 
I did not inquire. It is considered the height of ill-breeding to ask any Russian 
where he got anything and I was too glad to have these great works of art to 
run the risk of offending the donor. 


Teetcher: 
“Now, Elizabeth, you mustn’t wear 
so many jewils to class. I would 


SHE WAS NO JEWEL 
“Tough luck, old man, I heard all 


rather have you shine with ‘Constanti- 
nople.’ ” 
Lize Round: 
“T’m fond of the ruby and garnet, 
For perls and for saphires I fall, 
An emerald’s great—but, gol darn it, 
I Constantinople at all!” 
—Florence Friederich. 


In the game of Love, hearts always 
lead to diamonds. 


about the breaking off of your engage- 
ment to Pearl. What was the trouble, 
Reggie—the diamond ?”’ 

“No,” sighed Reggie. 
diamond was all right.” 

“Then was it Pearl’s fault?” asked 
the friend. 

“No,” said Reggie, glumly. 

“Neither Pearl nor the diamond.” 

“Naw,” said Reggie, with disgust, 
“it was the mother-of-pearl.” 

—John Tranter. 


“I guess the 


DR. TRAPROCK AND THE LOST BRACELET 


“Yes, yes,” interrupted my good friend Traprock, “I have often heard of fish 
which swallowed some object of value, a ring, a jewel, and were later recaptured, 


and the objects recovered.” 


“The idea is as old as Noah. I got back a dollar watch from a porgie that 
way—a cheap watch from a cheap fish . . . the watch still going, by the way. 
The fish had wound the watch by rubbing himself against an oyster stake .. . 
but a more extraordinary thing happened to me in 1892. 

“T was fishing for tuna off Block Island. During a struggle with a 100-pound 


fish I lost a beautiful bracelet which had been wished on me by a foreign princess 
who must, of course, be nameless. As my hook pulled out I distinctly saw the 
bauble sink into the open jaws below me. I was heart-broken. 
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“Twenty years later tuna were reported in the same waters. I determined 
to try my luck. 

“To make a long story short, I caught the same fish! He had put on weight 
since our first meeting, but I recognized him instantly. And in his viscera I 
found ... no, NOT my keepsake . . . but a pawn-ticket, bearing the faint 
notation, ‘good for one bracelet.’ ” 


OURS WILL BE DIFFERENT 


A Prophecy to Sunny, My Princess 
Charming 


By Hers-to-Command 


My dear, your eyes like diamonds are, 
They flash and glisten like a star 
In summer sky; 
To me they’re dearer far, I own 
Than every wondrous, costly stone 
That gold can buy. 


Like fine-spun amber is your hair; 
Your red lips are like rubies rare; 
And from your pink 
And shell-like ears sometimes I seem 
To catch an opalescent gleam— 
Or so I think! 


Your teeth, like milk-white pearls 
amaze, 
Attract and hold the vagrant gaze 
With their allure; 
No wonder, since you smiled on me, 
On treasures I have grown to be 
A connoisseur! 


Yes, dear, you’re like the precious 
things 
That have adorned, in crowns and 
rings, 
The human race; 
It is no wonder that, to me, 
In very truth our home will be 
A jewel case! 


MANY A RING ON A FINGER MAKES A TRIANGLE. 


FLORAL DEPARTMENT 


“Flowers, Madam? You will find our beautiful floral department next to 
the roof-garden. Take the express elevator on your left. 

“If you are interested in fruit growing we are just introducing a new electric 
currant that supplies both light and heat for night gardening.” 


+ 
DO PLANTS FEEL? 
By Dr. Walter E. Traprock, F.R.SS.EU. 


Do plants feel? Lots of people ask me that question. 

Prof. Benj. Bosch of Wabash says that they do: that they are far more 
sensitive than people imagine, that they feel, hear, think, and act exactly like 
humans. I wish to bear the Professor out (and it will not be the first time I 
have done so for, at the recent dinner of the Wabash alumni, I had the pleasure 
of bearing him out and placing him on a divan in the hallway). 

But let me tell you about a few plants of my own and illustrate their sensi- 
tiveness. I once raised a small “pitcher-plant.” It is well-known that these 
plants have a very acute sense of hearing, from which comes the expression, 
“Little pitchers have big ears.” My plant not only heard everything but re- 
sented some of the things it heard. One evening some rather erude friends of 
mine told a number of stories of the smoking-car variety. After they had gone 
I found that the ears of my plant—they are at the base of the broad leaves— 
were folded over and tightly sealed. 

Plants and flowers are sensitive to the tender passion of Love! Honest, they 
are. One of my cosmos plants fell in love with a picture of a lilac bloom on 
a seed packet. Later on, I happened to remark what a pity it was that cosmos 
never bloomed until long after lilacs had faded. The cosmos overheard me. It 
sickened and died, died of its hopeless love for a flower it could never see. 

But the most pathetic case was that of my English ivy. Ivy is a very thirsty 
plant. It will drink anything and I regret to say that it is particularly fond 
of stimulants. Imagine my distress when I found that an ivy plant which I 
had raised with my own hands had managed to insert one of its tendrils into the 
sideboard on which it stood and was stealing my Scotch! It almost broke my 
heart to do it, but I killed the darn thing. Plants may be sensitive, but so am I! 


The difference between a wildflower A sign displayed in a /florist’s 
and a wallflower is that being a wall- window in a neighboring city reads: 
flower has made many of them wild- SCHOYINSKI 
flowers! Say It With Flowers 
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HASN’T BOTANY SINCE 


“Has that florist any children?” 

“Two: a girl who is a budding 
genius and a son who is a blooming 
idiot.” 


—WM. L. Aderhold. 


A dachshund surely ought to know 
his own hindquarters! 


THE INFANT-RY, THE IN- 
FANT-RY, WITH THE— 


The young man of the house was 
ill of pneumonia and sympathizing 
friends had sent many flowers which 
seemed to be quite a source of won- 
derment to Harold, a little cousin of 
four years. 

Soon a caller came to ask about the 


young man’s condition. Little Harold 
met him at the door and the caller 
asked: “How is Clarie today?” 
“Well,” said Harold, “he ain’t dead 
yet, but the flowers are nearly all 
here.” 
—Mrs. F. V. P. 


Teacher: 

“Well, Judy just telephoned and 
said she stubbed her toe and that she 
had ptomaine poisoning! Cheer up, 
Abie, and recite ‘invoice’ for the class 
and see if that helps.” 

Abe B. C. Dee: 

“Mein goil she was mad so I picked 
her a plant— 

I thawt I was acting clever! 

The darn thing was poison ivy, and 
now 

You bet I am invoice than ever!” 


THE BOASTER 


Marjorie: “Did Ted give you those 
chrysanthemums you wore at the foot- 
ball game last week?” 

Muriel: “Believe me he did NOT! 
When that boy says it with flowers 
it’s when he throws bouquets at him- 
self.” 


—Rudie Wiggam. 


Teetcher: “Walter, your attention, 
please.” 
Wal Eye: “I forgot it this morning.” 
Teetcher: “Hush up and recite ‘cauli- 
flower.’ ” 
Wal Eye: 
“T gave my gerl a dandylion and a kiss, 
But she slapped me with all her 
power! 
‘If it had bin-a rose I’d kiss you back,’ 
she sed, 
‘For THATS wat I cauliflower.’ ” 
—Robert Reichenbaum. 
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WHEN THE LEAVES BEGIN TO 
TURN 


By Jerry Robertson 


I studied Botany this term 

And learned about the trees, 

The plants, the bulbs, the flowers, too, 
And how the busy bees 

Take pollen from one kind of plant 
To fertilize the next; 

I studied these things out of doors 
And also in the text. 


Of all the parts about a plant 

I like the leaves the best; 

They seem to me like little flags 
By loving winds caressed. 

I like the dainty tracery 

Of veins in elm and oak; 

But darn a teacher who can’t take 
A little harmless joke! 


She played on me a dirty trick 

And for revenge I burn! 

She asked this question: “Tell just 
when 

The leaves begin to turn.” 

She gave me zero for the term 

Because I said, “Well, ma’am, 

Believe me, leaves begin to turn 

The night before exam!” 


Seca OO 1 -AVNSD COL LE Gan 


“School and college supplies? We have everything, sir, from nose-guards 


to knowledge. 


“Fifth floor, sir, just beyond the sporting goods.” 


SHE STRUCK IT 


Dora, not so dumb, says college boys 
are clever but conceited. 
She calls them the humorous vain. 


A HIGH SCHOOL HOWL 
By a Graduating Senior 


Of all the guys that I don’t like 
The worst is Julius Cesar; 

I’d gladly give all that I own 
For one whack at his beezer. 


He strutted round the streets of Rome 
In nighties made of satin; 

But what I can’t forgive is, he 

Wrote “Gallic Wars” in LATIN! 


I’m glad my good friend Brutus 
stabbed 
Old Cesar with his sticker; 
It’s a darn shame it wasn’t done 
Some thirty-five years quicker! 
—Monroe Munzner. 


A FINISHING SCHOOL FOR DAD 


Friend: “It must come high to send 
a son away to college.” 
Dad: “Yes, that’s why they call it 
higher education.” 
—Mrs. L. H. Frost. 
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WORK CUT OUT 


Julia: “Have you studied up on the 
football rules ?”’ 
Norma: “Gracious, no! It’s all I 
can do to learn all the college yells.” 
—Myron Buckner. 


THEN AND NOW 


We hear, these days, of students’ ways 
And how effete they are; 
The undergrad is labeled “bad” 
Because he drives a ear. 
Gray-beards deplore this fact, and 
roar 
That such ideals are phoney, 
Forgetful, they, that in their day 
They rode, too, on a “pony.” 
—L. C.D. 


TERRIBLE THOUGHT 


Muriel: “Lester is taking Greek at 
college, and he gave me a Grecian 
style dress. Mary’s boy friend is 
studying Astronomy, and he gave her 
an evening wrap sprinkled with stars. 
What kind of a dress do you suppose 
Jack will give you?” 

Edith: “T hate to think. He’s study- 
ing Anatomy!” 

—H.D.W. 


Girls boarding school—an institution 
of yearning. 
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AIN’T EDUCATION GRAND? 
By Jean Gillespie 


In college days I studied Greek and Latin composition ; 
Three modern languages I speak, which is some acquisition. 
In calculus I was a star, in history a whiz; 

In economics I stood high, I led in every quiz. 

At chemistry, psychology, zoology, and art, 

Philosophy and English, too, I worked with all my heart. 
Not any subject in the course did I omit to try; 

The faculty with one accord predicted I’d go high. 


I took my bachelor degree; I earned an M. A., too— 

And THEN I married Johnny Lee. Now this is what I do: 
At six a. m. pile out of bed, put on the coffee pot, 

Fry ham and eggs and toast the bread—he likes it piping hot; 
Watch John take out the little car and, pulling wide the throttle, 
Speed blithely down the street to work; then I fix the baby’s bottle, 
Wash up the dishes, feed the cat and scrub the kitchen floor, 
Make beds and dust and meanwhile talk to agents at the door. 


I call the grocer, butcher too, who bring my orders—maybe; 
And while I wait for them to come I have to bathe the baby. 
And after that there’s lunch to get, take baby to the park; 
Some clothes to iron, pie to bake; by then it’s getting dark. 

I fry some chops, I slice some bread and quickly set the table; 
When dinner’s done I sneak to bed as soon as I am able. 

Then ’round my bed I seem to see my college credits stand, 
Derisive ghosts that grin at me. Ain’t education grand? 
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The school of experience is highly 
co-educational. 


LETTERS AND SCIENCE 


Bob, now in his freshman year at 
college, wrote home to Dad: 

“Dad, I’ve decided to cut school and 
get married. I’m engaged to a regular 
peach.” 

Dad replied: “Better take my ad- 
vice, my son, and leave the peach on 
the parent stem until you are able to 
preserve it.” 

—V. M. Gorman. 


IF WELL-KNOWN PLAYS WERE 
ILLUSTRATED 


“What Price Glory!” 


THE TRUTH AT LAST 


“I hear a lot of old fellers gettin’ 
sentimental about the little red school- 
house and the happy days they spent 
there,” said Uncle Ike, “but I always 
take that kind of talk with a grain of 
salt. I went to one of them little red 
school-houses when I was a boy, and 
the only real happy days I can re- 
member are the ones when I played 
hookey.” 


A GRIDIRON NOTE 


The football team of Yarvard 
Once played a ladies’ team, 
The guards and tackles made ’em 
blink; 
The center was a dream. 
And lo, the ladies beat them 
By twenty-four to nine, 
For Yarvard lost two hundred yards 
For holding in the line. 
—ZJerry Rosenberg. 


IGNORANCE IS BLISS 


An old-fashioned gentleman who 
was not very well versed in etiquette 
visited his son at college one day. 

There he was invited to attend a 
formal dinner. When coffee was 
served, he poured the hot coffee from 
the cup into the saucer. 

The young student, feeling very 
much embarrassed as all eyes were 
turned toward his father, asked in a 
whisper: “Why do you do _ that, 
father?” 

The old gentleman, unabashed, an- 
swered: “You go to college and don’t 
even know that! Why, I do it to cool 
the coffee.” 

—Marion Rositzke. 
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SCHOOL DAYS 
By Lee Shippey 


(As the little “angels” sing «t) 
School days, school days, dear old 
Teacher-fool days— 
Foolin’ the Teacher is lots of fun, 
She never spanks so no risk we run. 
{In Popper’s day they used to bring 
Apples an’ such to her, old thing, 
But now switchin’s canned we don’t, 
by jing! 
We jest act like regular kids! 


(As the snob in ’teens sings it) 
School days, school days, darling treat- 
folks-cool days, 
Mamma lets me wear my best to 
school, 
They’re all so jealous they call me 
fool, 
But all the boys make eyes at me— 
I don’t learn much but I can see; 
Just wait till a movie queen I’ll be 
And then watch those jealous kids! 


(As the snappy college kid sings it) 
School days, school days, dear old 
break-the-rule days, 


Speedin’ and ridin’ and feed-the- 
chick— 

Those are the stunts that make life 
here slick. 


I study fiction-writin’ here, 
Practicin’ on my parents dear— 
And I make a livin’ that way, don’t 
fear— 
My letters are chuck full of “kids.” 


THE COLLEGIATE LANGUAGE 


We should have been used to Bernice 
in our home. Every time she came 


home on vacation, we learned a whole 
series of new words which she had 
managed to pick up at college. All 
of us always wondered how on earth 
these college people had managed to 
coin such an expressive language of 
their own. And last night Bernice 
pulled another plum! 

Dad said: “Where is that young boy 
friend of yours who came to visit you 
last Easter?” 

“He couldn’t come,’ said Bernice. 
“He’s got pretzelitis.” 

“Pretzelitis!” said Dad. 
what on earth is that?” 

“Pretzelitis,’ said Bernice, “is the 
shape you get in from dancing col- 
legiate !” 


“ Why, 


—Irene M. Sullivan. 


JUDY REPORTS 


Teacher: 

Your son, Madam, I’m pleased to say, 
At school is always first; 

He’s studying the livelong day— 
For knowledge he’s athirst. 


Mother: 
Quite natural for such a lad, 
Apt and alert to be; 
That thirst he received from his Dad— 
His knowledge comes from me! 
—Frank Hanson. 


THE KIND OF TEXTS 


Uncle Walt: “How’s your son get- 
ting on in college?” 

Uncle George: “I’m proud of him. 
Guess he’s got religion now. I just 
got a letter saying as how he was 
going to buy a lot of text-books.” 

—Minnie Bowermann. 
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CAGING A WILD BIRD 


Family Friend: “So you've sent 
your daughter to a finishing school?” 
Flapper’s Mother: “Yes, we felt it 
was either her finish or ours.” 
—Grace McCann. 


-_ 


The Sweet Girl Graduate of Today! 


GET THIS—THIS IS GOOD! 


Uncle Ezra: “How is that son of 
yours getting along in college?” 

Uncle Eben: “Just fine! He is a 
professor now.” 

Uncle Ezra: “Do tell!” 

Uncle Eben: “Yep. He writes that 
he is teaching English in Billiard 
Academy.” 

—Charles M. Bradley. 


A girl considers her college educa- 
tion a success if she has to quit school 
to get married. 


ME-OWS FROM THE CAMPUS 
CAT 


The following from Carrie, the 
Campus Cat, came in _ yesterday’s 
mail. 

“T am up at Ward-Belmont, visiting 
a college friend, Betty, ’26, a lovely 
girl, and so innocent! A young 
Georgia sophomore, David Dumbell, 
came with his car the other night to 
take her out to a dance, but Betty 
couldn’t go because it was her room- 
mate’s turn to wear their dress! 

“Well, the next evening he took her 
out for a drive. . . . Me, too, in the 
back seat! 

“At first she called him ‘Mister 
Dumbell, and all he could talk about 
was the car. He said it had very low 
gas consumption, and Betty said, ‘I 
heard it cough and didn’t think it was 
as serious as that.’ Then David acted 
more human and asked Betty how she 
was getting on in her studies, and she 
said she wasn’t getting on... just 
by. The boy was warming up now. 

“How fast is the car going?” asked 
Betty. “Why, we’re only making 20 
miles an hour,” replied David. “I sup- 
pose it only seems that way in com- 
parison with you!” said Betty, snap- 
pily. 

Suddenly the car stopped. “The en- 
gine is stalled. I don’t know what to 
do,” muttered David. 

“Then I am the first girl you ever 
took motoring?” flashed Betty. 

“She’s an innocent girl, dear Editor, 
she certainly is ... Me-ow... 
me-ow!” 
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ME-OWS FROM THE CAMPUS 
CAT 


Dear Mace: 

The question of kissing came up 
last night, as it will, you know, among 
young girls. Harriet, who graduates 
in June from Wellesley, quite shocked 
little Lola, ’27, by admitting that she 
had been kissed by a young man whom 
she only met that afternoon. 

“But, Hattie,’ gasped Lola, “you 
ought not let strange men kiss you.” 

“Nonsense,” said Harriet, “anyone 
can be kissed by men they know; the 
new ones require technique.” 

Lola became interested! 

“How often do you let a young man 
kiss you in an evening?” she asked. 

“That,” said Harriet, “depends en- 
tirely on his self-control. This poor 
boy today only kissed me once and 
then looked fearfully embarrassed and 
said that I was the first girl he had 
ever kissed. Imagine! I told him I 
was inclined to believe him.” 

“But what do you do? What do you 
say when a man kisses you?” asked 
the bewildered Lola. “You must say 
something!” 

“Not at all,” said Harriet, crisply. 
“Just keep your mouth shut. Never 
try to talk in the clinches.” 

Perhaps it’s just as well that Har- 
riet graduates in June, eh, Ed.? Not 
that I think you are interested in the 
subject of kisses, because of course 
youre not! Me-ow ... me-ow. 

Yours for the fat of the land, 

Carrie. 


Dear Mac: 

We’ve had a rainy weekend here at 
Manchester, where I am _ visiting 
Louise, my University of California 
girl-friend, but her home is just spiffy 


and as she has a big house party of 
college boys and girls here there hasn’t 
been a dull moment. All yesterday 
afternoon Louise and Edna, her room- 
mate, played billiards with two of the 
boys. 

The girls were novices but Fred and 
Bill were willing teachers and, believe 
me, they got many a good laugh out 
of the girls... me-ow! Edna, who 
is quite a golfer, looked at the cue- 
rack and said: “Which club do I use?” 

Well, they finally got fitted and then 
there was the question of which ball 
to play with. Louise wanted to shoot 
with the red ball but was finally con- 
tented with the one which had what 
she called “the beauty spot” on it. 
Tom showed them how to “English” 
the ball and on the very first try Edna 
miscued and tore a hole in the cloth. 
“Oh, dear,” she said, “I flunked my 
English.” 

Louise hated the idea of chalking 
the cue. She had trouble enough 
powdering her nose without having to 
do it for an old stick! Wasn’t that 
sweetly feminine? ... Meow... 
me-ow. ... She played most of her 
shots with the bridge because, as she 
explained, she was a good bridge 
player and thought it might help her 
billiards. The game ended in con- 
fusion when the boys discovered that 
the girls had been scoring off the 
wrong end of the markers. 

But Louise, bless her, made the hit 
of the evening when she said, at din- 
ner, “Billiards is wonderful! Freddy 
was showing me some trick shots after 
our game and he made a run of six 
kisses, all in a row!” TI haven’t the 
faintest idea what she meant, have 
you, Mac? Me-ow... me-ow.... 

Yours for indoor sports, 
Carrie. 
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ME-OWS FROM THE CAMPUS 
CAT 
Dear Mac: 

I’ve never met a more capable girl 
than Nan, whom I am visiting here at 
the University of Wisconsin. She is 
only a soph, but so sensible and level- 
headed . . . me-ow ... mé-ow.... 
Last night she was telling Bessie, who 
has the room next to hers, about a 
young man who had ealled on her the 
night before. 

“Medford is certainly a fast 
worker,” she said, “I asked him how 
he liked my new lipstick and he said 
he couldn’t tell until he had tried it, 
and then he did!” 

“My dear,” said Bessie, “what did 
you do?” 

“T looked at him severely,” Nan re- 
plied, “and said, ‘Medford, you are for- 
getting yourself,’ and he came back 
with, ‘Well, when I look at you how 
can I think of anyone else!’ What 
can you do with a man like that? It 
was all over but the pouting. 

“Finally I made him talk seriously. 
He is studying medicine, you know, 
and he really can be quite interesting. 
He told me that there was more candy 
being consumed than ever before, and 
I said, ‘Yes, and less of it given 
away.’” 

“Nan!” eried her friend, “I hope 
yow’re not a gold-digger.” 

“No,” said Nan, reflectively, “but I 
will admit that I like to do a little 
prospecting now and then. It’s always 
well to know what’s in the ground be- 
fore you stake out a claim.” 

A nice, sensible, level-headed girl, 
Nan, I’m telling you, Mac... 
me-oW ... Me-0W.... 

Yours for the milk of human kind- 
ness or any other kind, 

Carrie. 


ME-OWS FROM THE KAMPUS 
KITTY 


Deer Uncle Mac: 

O my, tawk about excitement 
erround our house! My sister Mil- 
derd is getting reddy for her com- 
mencement exercizes, and you mite 
think she was the ony gerl that ever 
finished a education. 

I asked her wy they call it “com- 
mencement” wen its reely the last 
thing that happens, and Milderd 
dident know, but my father sed, “Be- 
cause the gerls jest commence to 
realize how they waisted their oppor- 
tunties the last 4 yeers and their 
fathers commence to hope and pray 
they will be able to save a little money 
now that theyve got their dawters edu- 
cation off their chests.” 

My mother sed to Milderd, “I hope 
you realize, my dear, wat a solemn oc- 
casion this is?” and Milderd sed, “T’ll 
tell the astigmatic werld I realize it— 
if one of those gerls has a prettier 
commencement frock than mine Ill 
simply die.” 

“Well, I surely hope you'll begin to 
take life more seriously from now on, 
with your diploma as an inspiration 
and everything,” my mother sed, and 
Milderd sed, “T’ll say I will. I’ve got 
6 men hanging erround and Im going 
to narrow them down to 3 at the most. 
The 4th finger of my left hand is start- 
ing to itch seriously.” 

3 cheers and a me-ow from your 
frend 

Kitty Boots. 


Dear Uncle Mac: 

The gerls was eating pretzils in the 
recess yard, and Daisy Parker sed: 
“Say, Molly, I saw you and Lennard 
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Jones eating strawberry ice creem 
sodas in Glutzes drug store. You 
pritty near had your nose in yours, 
hee hee.” 

“Some peeple I know would be glad 
if they was populer enuff to get one 
to stick their nose in,’ Molly Larkins 
sed. 

“T gess I wasent the ony one that 
saw you,” Daisy sed, “because you 
always gets rite next to the window— 
by axsident, like fun.” 

“Some peeple I know wouldent even 
be noticed if they ate a ice creem soda 
rite out on the pavement,” Molly sed. 

“Well enyway, Lennard is a cute 
boy and it must of bin a plezzure to 
treet him to a ice creem soda,” Daisy 
sed. 

“OQ is that so, jellous?’ Molly sed 
proud. “Well, if you know so mutch, 
all I put tords it was 3 cents!” 

Me-ow. Aw G wizz. 

Kitty Boots. 


Deer Uncle Mac: 

Margy Miller gave a grand party on 
her birthday. The invitation sed “You 
are requested not to bring presents, so 
some dident and some did, and the 
ones that dident wont bleeve in sines 
after this because they got some awful 
meen looks off of Margy, and you 
know she’s a meen looker wen she gets 
going because she has a good naturel 
start enyway. Me-ow. 

We played all the reguler games, 
and Postoffice of corse. Gracie Green 
suggested it and then tried to pretend 
she was only fooling, saying, “O good- 
ness I never play kissing games!” 

“Theres a good reason wy—it takes 


at leest 2 to play a kissing game,” 
Sylvie Hammond sed. 

Enyways we had a good game of 
Postoffice and the gerls kepp on eall- 
ing Lenard Jones because you know 
wat a perfeck sheek he is. It made 
the other boys terrible jelliss and 
they started to make remarks, Pauly 
Runkle saying, “Don’t treet him ruff, 
gerls, he mite brake—you awt to see 
him in a jimnazium suit,” and Eddy 
Sperry saying, “Dont muss his hair— 
that Stickback he uses costs his brother 
35 cents a bottle.” 

Gerls aint the only cats, are they, 
Uncle Mac? Me-ow, I'll say they aint. 

Effectionately, 
Kitty Boots. 


Dear Uncle Mae: 

I was walking in back of Sara 
Fellows and Nellie Jones and Bessie 
Miller coming home from skool with 
their arms erround each other as if 
they thawt they was the 3 greatest 
gerls in the werld, and there was a 
empty wall and somebody had wrote 
on it in chawk, Bessie Miller loves 
Billy Nelson. 

O Bessie, ware did you get the 
chawk? Sara sed. 

Bessie must bleeve it pays to avver- 
tize, Nellie sed, and Bessie sed, O is 
that so, well I dont haff to avvertize, 
but Im not conceeted about it, because 
of corse its not my fault that Im not 
nock kneed and havent got freckels. 

Sara being nock kneed and Nellie 
having freckels, and they kepp on 
wawking home with their arms er- 
round each other, and I thawt, Gee 
wizz, me-ow, O boy! 

Kitty Boots. 


ihn PAON EF BOOTHS 


“The telephone booths? They are centrally located on the main floor. 
“No, indeed, madam, there is no charge for wrong numbers.” 


WHEN THE TELEPHONE LINES 
WERE CROSSED 


(Overheard by Joan Koopman) 

“This is Deacon Greenbank? I’m 
SO glad. This is Mrs. Shumway. I 
tried to get you this morning, but they 
told me you were——drunk as a lord. 
I tried to get him home, Bill, and 
finally we got in about 12. My car 
is being repaired, so I drove the 
embroidery hoops I left at your house 
last night, Deacon Greenbank. Then 
I wanted to thank you for the splendid 
talk you gave us at the Ladies’ Aid. 
That was very interesting about 
the little chorus girl you said was 
so wild about you. It’s me she’s crazy 
about, Bill. Well, good-bye!” 

* * * 


“Hello! Who dat? Am dis Mrs. 
Simpkins? Dis is Mrs. Johnsing, what 
washes for you. I is sorry, but I can’t 
wash today ’cause——I am madly, 
wildly, in love with you, Josephine! 
At night I toss sleepless and alone, 
only to discover that—mah boiler is 
rusty. I scrubs an’ I scrubs, Mrs. 
Simpkins, den I takes ’em outa de 
tub an’ kiss them dozens of times. 
Thanks again for those photographs, 
Jo. I’m sending you something I 
know you'll enjoy eating, dear. I 
want you to think of me after each 
little bite. It’s a nice box of. dat 
laundry soap you is fondest of. I is 


+ 


clear outa dat, Mrs. Simpkins. So I 
’specks I can’t do de washin’ till mah 
old man gets through kissing you 
on those delicious lips. Good-bye, 
sweetheart !” 


<P 


So as to force himself to take more 
exercise, a physical culturist has his 
*phone placed where he must climb 
for tt. 
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THE LOW DOWN 


Operator: “Your party doesn’t an- 
swer.” 

Edith: “Well, Tom’s over at Lu- 
cille’s tonight and I just wanted to 
find out whether they went out or 
not!” 

—Henry A. Courtney. 


The call of the wild nowadays is 
often the tingling of the telephone 
bell! 


JOBS 
By Mary West 


Outside my window, the telephone 
man 

Is strapped to the side of a post, 

Doing marvelous things with some 
wires and a tool, 

Perched on a cross-arm, with hatchet 
and rule, 

Laughing and chaffing, disdainfully 
cool, 

While J sit indoors and roast. 


I think, in a minute, I'll lean out and 
ask 

If he’d not like to trade jobs with me, 

And come in and try typing ridiculous 
verses, 

To wring from bored editors bless- 
ings—or curses— 

And, mayhap, a few pence from their 
opulent purses, 

While I climb to his perch, and am 
free. 


How happy I'd be at the top of a pole, 

Alone with the sun and the birds! 

How I’d gloat when I saw him digging 
for rhymes— 


That might, with good luck, drag down 
a few dimes, 


But probably wouldn’t! Nine out of 


ten times— 

I’d sing, while HE fioundered in 
words! 

But hold! A thought chills me. The 


telephone man 

MAY be both a poet—and wary. 

And might, while I fooled with his 
hatchets and things, 

Turn out a neat sonnet whose phrases 
had wings, 

With sentiment lovely that lingers and 
clings, 

And would never trade back with poor 
Mary! 


Some people are SO stupid that 
they even believe a “speak-easy” is a 
telephone booth! 


OUR OWN INFANT-RY DRILL 
REGULATIONS 


Elizabeth, aged three, was very fond 
of “playing telephone.” 

Her grandmother, knowing this, 
tried to get Elizabeth to take her bath 
by employing some strategy. 

Grandmother (holding toy  tele- 
phone): “Hello, is this Elizabeth?” 

Elizabeth (very delighted): “Yes, 
Grandma.” 

Grandmother: “Well, come in now, 
Elizabeth, and get your bath.” 

Elizabeth (dropping receiver): 
“Wrong number.” 

—Nettie D. Coffee. 


The telephone operator is the only 
individual who can eat onions at 
luncheon and get away with it. 


Wows hy URN ES HEN GS 


“House furnishings? Our entire fourth floor is given over to them. We 
have furniture appropriate to everything from a cottage-pudding to & castle- 


in-the-air.”’ 


KEEPING UP WITH THE 
JONESES 


Jones: “I see by the paper that 
rents for apartments and bungalows 
have been reduced fifty percent.” 

Wife: “John, will you give me the 
funny sheet when you're through with 
it?” 

—Elsie Richmond. 


MODERN HOUSEKEEPING 
(Imagined by Ellsworth Black) 


Salesman—Aren’t you the lady that 
*phoned for a vacuum cleaner demon- 
stration ? 

Housewife—Yes, come right in. 
You can go to work on the dining 
room rug, and when you get that done 
you can clean the one in the living 
room. You say you ean clean curtains 
with it? 

Salesman—Yes, ma’am. 

Housewife—Then you ean do that 
when you finish with the bedrooms. 

(Doorbell rings. Enter second sales- 
man.) 

Housewife—Oh, you’re the washing 
machine demonstrator, aren’t you? 
Yow’ll find the washing ready in the 
basement. Please hurry. 
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(Again the doorbell rings. Enter 
third salesman.) 

Housewife—You can demonstrate 
that electric iron just as soon as the 
washing machine demonstrator gets 
through with the washing. If that 
oil-mop demonstrator doesn’t hurry, 
I'll ’phone in a complaint! My wood- 
work needs going over so _ badly! 
There he is now! 

(Doorbell rings.) 

Housewife—No, it’s that tiresome 
old gas stove demonstrator! I’m not. 
ready to have him cook dinner! I 
wonder what makes him so early! 

(Doorbell buzzes.) 

Housewife—Isn’t that nice! There’s 
the automobile salesman ready to dem- 
onstrate the car. I’m so tired out with 
my housework that a ride will do me 
so much good! Tell him [ll be out 
in just a minute! 


HUNTING FOR IT 


“What are you doing up on our 
roof, little boy?” I called to a neigh- 
boring lad the other day. “Come down 
at once or I shall tell your father.” 

“Oh, I was just looking for the 
mortgage papa said was on your 
house,” he called back. 

—A. B. Schmidt. 
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ETERNAL 


TRIANG LE 


OF THE. 
HOUSEWIFE 


AMEN! 


“There’s no place like home.” 

“No, sah!” said Uncle Joe, “dey’s 
nothin’ like home, wid somebody else’s 
chicken on yo’ table, an’ somebody 
else’s washin’ on yo’ wife’s clothes- 
line.” 

—H. B. Bibble. 


THE DEGENERATE PHILOSO- 
PHER 


By Richard A. Danman 


When the shades of night are falling, 
And the world is growing still, 
When, afar off, there is calling 
Whippoorwill to whippoorwill, 


That’s the time I used to wander 
Through familiar country scenes, 
And it used to make me ponder 
Over life, and what it means. 


Now I’m living in the city 

Far away from country joys, 

And it sometimes seems a pity 

That I cannot flee its noise; 

But each night, when shades are fall- 
ing, 

I still take a good long stroll 

And, despite all sounds appalling, 

Have a fine time, on the whole. 


For I’m very busy peeking 

Into homes as I pass by; 

I am, in a manner speaking, 
Calling on folks on the sly; 

And I lke this kind of ealling 

For I see some funny stuff— 
Often, when the shades are falling, 
They don’t fall quite soon enough! 


G WAY DUSTY AN’ DONT 
BOTHER ME! CAN'T YUH 


SEE IT’S WASH DAY? 


Kite-balloons, so that baby and the pets get the air and sunshine while mother 
cleans house. 
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LOOKING AHEAD 


Dr. Arnold: “If you take care of 
yourself, you have a good chance to 
reach the age of eighty.” 

Patient: “Fine! I just wanted to 
know if I would ever own the furni- 
ture I’m buying with easy payments.” 

—Jean Macklin. 


Many women are too weak for 
housework because they are not strong 
for wt in the first place! 


THE LAND OF THE SECOND- 
HAND 


(A Modern American Folk Song) 
By Arthur L. Lippmann 


Sing ho! for the tiny germ-holes, 
Sing hey! for the tricked-up trash, 
For many mouldy wormholes 
Will attract the suckers’ cash! 
The onslaught of the weevil 
And the nibbling of the mice 
Make new things medieval, 
So they’ll fetch a fancy price. 


Remove the shiny varnish 
From an inexpensive desk, 
Inject synthetic tarnish 
Next, to make it picturesque. 
Then hack it with a hatchet, 
Make the joints and corners creak, 
And seratch it up and patch it up— 
Result: a rare antique! 


Hooray for the “Queen Anne” tables, 
The “Thirteenth Century” chairs, 

The antique sellers’ fables, 
The farmer-millionaires. 

You married folk and single— 
Success knocks at your gate; 

Hang out this magic shingle: 
“Antiques Made While You Wait!” 


Kitchenette trunk for the modern fiat. 


PROGRESS 


Belle: “What has become of the old 
parlor sofa?” 

Eugene: “They have put four 
wheels under it and call it a coupe 
now.” 

—Granny Gooseberry. 


ON ICE 


children found their mother 
drenched in tears; 
Emotion seemed to rule her. 
“Do not,” she cried, “go near the ice 
box, dears; } 
Your father’s in the cooler!” 
—Ralph M. Jones. 


The 


It’s hard to sympathize with China 
when your laundry comes back from 
one of her countrymen! 


Portable window for the wife who couldn’t stand her husband’s fresh air 
habits! 
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Some men are always bragging 
about their fine poker hands, but they 
don’t like to soil them poking the 
furnace! 


Maw couldn’t make the folks wipe 
their feet before entering the house so 
she had the front steps removed and a 
rotary mat installed. 


CERTAINLY NOT 


Clifford: “Do you play golf?” 

George: “No, I don’t.” 

Clifford: “But you’re wearing golf 
knickers.” 

George: “Well, just because a girl 
was wearing a chiffon dress you 
wouldn’t call her a chiffonier, would 
you?” 

—Eleanor Shepard. 


YE GODS! 


Little eight-year-old Viola Dial cer- 
tainly started something when she 
replied to Miss O’Hare’s jingle. Read 
’em and weep: 


Ye Gods and Little Fishes, 
I sure hate to do the dishes. 
—Patricia O’Hare. 
* * * 
Washin’ dishes ain’t so bad; 
It’s dustin’ round that makes me sad. 
—Viola Josephine Dial. 
* * * 
Dustin’ round ain’t half so bad; 
It’s running errands for my Dad. 
—D. K. 
* * * 
Oh, running errands ain’t so bad; 
It’s making beds that gets me mad. 
—Agnes Foss. 
* * * 
But why wail or kick or fret— 
Doing nothing’s harder yet! 


BAD TO WORSE 


Elsie: “We can’t keep children in 
our apartment.” 

Velma: “We can’t keep cooks in 
ours.” 


—G. D. Hauser. 
Teetcher: 
“Wonderful! Meet me after skool, 
Minnie. Stop frowning that frown, 


May deer, and sing ‘cheerful.’ ” 

May B. So: 

“My dad ways 200 and 64 pounds, 

So wen he sets down he is keerful 

To avoid all the thin legged ferniture, 

Cause bleeve me, kids, he’s a cheerful !” 
—TIsabel Winkler. 
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WONDER WHAT 


'M GONNA 
FIND OUT — 


\ BiveeSon— 


ed O iam 
Strongheart, the Pup. 


A SOCIAL LION 


Hard-boiled One: “I move in the 
best of society.” 
Unsuspecting One: “Really?” 
Hard-boiled One: “Sure; I’m a fur- 
niture mover.” 
—R. D. Lister. 


LUCKY FIND 


Dealer: “This day-bed is a wonder- 
ful bargain, madam.” 

Mrs. Healey: “Tl take it. That’s 
just the thing for my daughter 
Frances. She never gets in until five 
in the morning.” 


VWANT TO DO ALL 1 CAN TO 
HELP You, MY GOOD WOMAN. 


| WELL TAKE OFF 
YER COAT AN’ 
GLOVES AN’ GIT 


ST Ve OO oe Wa 


“Silverware? 


“Next to the jewelry, madam. Don’t fail to see the new silent soup spoon, 


worn by the best society this season.” 


OVERHEARD IN OUR MOST 
POPULAR STORE 


Frenchman: “M’sieur, where is ze 
Departmente Pharmacie, sil vous 
plait?” 

Floorwalker: “SILVER PLATE? 
Yes, sir, next floor.” 

—W. H. Corkill. 


A MAN’S IDEA ABOUT MAR- 
RIAGE 


Before—Spooning around. 
After—F¥orking over. 


ADDING FUEL TO THE FLAMES 


My Opinion On a Prevailing 
Discussion 


By Sunny 


There’s been a lot of argument 
About this daylight saving; 

By some folks lots of time is spent 
In senseless, useless raving. 

The farmers say the scheme is bad, 
The cities say it’s dandy, 

And so both of them get so mad 
That bitter words they bandy. 
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And I suppose I ought to be 
Delighted with the measure 

Since one more hour it gives to me 
That I can spend in pleasure; 

Nor any pleasure can I find, 

Dear Lover, so disarming, 

That ever equals, to my mind, 

One hour with you, Prince Charming. 


Yet, dear, I am against the plan, 

Despite the extra hour! 

I’m with the farmers to a man; 

I think the scheme is sour! 

And if I had my way a while 

I'd bring the darkness sooner 

For daylight seems to cramp your 
style; 

In darkness you’re SOME Spooner! 


O SOLE MIO 


Last summer, on a moonlit night, I 
couldn’t help seeing and noticing and 
hearing a bashful young man who was 
seated on a bench with a pretty girl. 

“Kiss me, why don’t you kiss me?” 
she said. 

“I can’t—got sand in my mouth,” he 


replied. 
“Swallow it—you need it!” she 
countered. 

—H. P. Thom. 
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KISSES IN THE DARK 
By O. Asbury 


For every shooting star he claimed a 
kiss; 

She, seeming coy, at first demurred at 
this. 

But he, persisting, would not be denied 

When soon a flying meteor he espied. 

And so, as darkness grew apace, their 
eyes 

Oft scanned the glittering aspect of 
the skies, 

And when a darting star caught 
either’s sight 

Sounds of kissing broke upon the 
night! 


And so it came to pass, anon, that she 

Looked for shooting stars quite as 
much as he, 

Nay, if by chance a star escaped his 


view 

She called his wand’ring fancy to it, 
too. 

When intervals seemed long between 
each hug, 


She hailed with glee a passing light- 
ning-bug; 

But, soon taxing her ingenious mind, 

Her ready wit enabled her to find 

More shooting stars in three, short, 
fleeting hours 

Than would compose whole heavenly 
bowers 


But when she did her last pretext 
exhaust 

And was about to yield her cause as 
lost, 

She saw a switchman’s lantern circling 
swing 

And got the youth down to a steady 
thing! 


EFFICIENT 


Beth: “So Herbie hides under the 
sofa and reports every time you’re 
hugged?” 

Mildred: “Yes, he’s a regular little 
press agent.” 

—Elinore Duerr. 


Kisses are generally appraised at 
their face value. 


Teetcher: 

“Stop scratching your hed, Willis, 
and scratch a sentence with ‘alive.’ ” 
Willis Nervelast: 

“Wile sitting in the parler 
O, how theyd bill and coo! 
‘Don’t ever leeve me, deer,’ she’d say, 
‘For alive got is you.’ ” 
—Harriet Walsh. 


Omg Ea goey Lice IN: > AS a WV a Re a ee 


“China and glassware? Our stock is unsurpassed. Our slogan for this 


department is, ‘A mug for every mug.’ ” 


A SINK SONG 
By George S. Chappell 


When I was young I used to think 
That cooks were necessary ; 

My idea of a kitchen sink 
Was vague and foggy, very, 

But now that I am older grown, 
With four expensive kiddies, 

My wife and I oft “do our own,” 
Without the help of biddies. 


~ 


=, 


At first this menial labor irked 
My soul beyond all measure, 
But gradually, as I worked, 
The job became a pleasure, 
And when I’d done some difficult 
Utensil, like a fry-pan, 
Vaingloriously I’d exult 
And say, “Look, dear, at my pan.” 


Ah, blessed sink and kindly drain, 

In which we’ve learned to capture 
The old companionship again, 

With all its tender rapture, 


While o’er our soapy hands and heads “My wife says that she can’t tell 
The kids sleep calmly through it, from the sound whether I’m washin’ 
Unconscious, in their snowy beds, th’ dishes or tinkerin’ with th’ flivver.” 


That they are why we do it! 
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Teetcher: 
“Dorthy, your a long gerl, try a 

long werd, its ‘seditious.’ ” 

Dot R. Eyes: 

“T had to cleer the table after com- 
pany last nite, 

They used so meny plates I felt reel 
vicious, 

It was time for me to go to bed wen 
all were put away, 

And even in my sleep I could sedi- 
tious.” 


—Rose Pape. 


Matthews lets the wild waves wash 
the three weeks’ accumulation of 
dishes during the wife’s absence. 


MORE YELLOW PERIL 


Barry: “By the way, how did you 
get along with that Chinese servant 
you employed?” 

Mrs. Moore: “I had to get rid of 
him. I couldn’t stand him any 
longer.” 

Barry: “What was the trouble?” 

Mrs. Moore: “He expressed himself 
too freely in broken China.” 

—Alice Lake. 


Teetcher: 

“Wat has little Mabel to say for her- 
self? Watever it is, let it contain 
‘judicious.’ ” 

Mabel B. Knott: 

“T red volume 2 

Of ‘The Perils of Sue’ 

With all of the supper things piled on 
the table, 

Wen suddenly ma 

Took a look and sed ‘Hah! 

Judicious? I thawt not—now shake a 
leg, Mabel.’ ” 

—Frank T. Zimmerman. 


SORRY—MISPRINT 


Friend: “Why are you so angry at 
the Editor?” 

Poet: “Well, I sent him a poem of 
mine about my lady love. It contained 
the line, ‘When she smiles I see her 
dimples.’ ” 

Friend: “Yes?” 

Poet: “And that infernal Editor 
printed it ‘tonsils.’ ” 

—Gertrude Keogh. 


Din NOT. A D8 Pees 


“Dental supplies? Certainly. Our Miss Flossie will wait on you. Around 
the store we call her ‘Dental Flossie.’ ” 


+ 
HOME TIES 
“For two cents I’d move to the YOU REALLY MUST 
South Seas,” declared the disgruntled EXCUSE ME, OLD BEAN, 
citizen. “There’s only one thing holds BUT JS NT THAT 
me to civilization.” RATHER AN ODD 
“And what’s that?” PLACE TO HAVE 


“My false teeth. I gotta stay where 
I can get ’em repaired.” 


A GRAVE PRESENTIMENT 


“I fear me much,” the dentist said, 
“That folks will say—when I am 
dead— 
As they lower my body, cold and still: 
“That’s the very last cavity he will 
fill!” 
—James A. Rasor. 


Teetcher: 

“Johnnie, deer, here’s ‘discomfiture’ 
for you. Wrap it up and give it Abe) 
back.” ANDERSON Je 
John Quill: 

“My littel sister, who jest lost a tooth, 

Sez to me, ‘Wont you gimme a chaw 


Strongheart, the Pup. 


Of yer chewin gum, brudder?? So I Soldiers’ lives are often thrilling ; 
sez, ‘Awright, Dentists, too, are good at drilling. 
But how will discomfiture jaw? ” —Edwin Wesselmann. 


—Morris Bishop. 
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Now DO AS \ TELL 
[BATH ROOMC ANY 
T N’ 
BRUSH YOUR TEETH! AW GEE! 


DO 1 HAETA 
BRUSH TH’ TOOTH 
I'M GONNA HAVE. 


AUTO ACCESSORIES 


“Auto accessories? What are you looking for, sir? Individual shock- 
absorbers for small car owners, or paper lilies for speed addicts? You will 
find everything of that sort on the second floor, rear.” 


+ 


More wild oats are sown in automobiles than on the ground! 


WHO WAS SHE? 


Insurance Agent: “Have you been 
driving your car long?” 

Clarence: “Yes. Two years.” 

Insurance Agent: “Wver have an ac- 
cident ?” 

Clarenca: “Well—er—yes. I got 
slapped once.” 

—M. C. Brunder. 


\ DONT WANNA SEEM 

“SPIUOUS DUSTY BUT 

\F 1 RIDE IN YER BUS 
YUH GOTTA PROMISE 
NOTTA NAKE ME 


WALK BACK tu 


Appropriate halo for careful motor- 
ists. 


Irate Motorist (in a hurry when 


stopped by traffic officer) : “Well, what Zz : 
is it? Are you going to give me a SLA 
Lie AR pe RSON—— 


ticket or sell me one?” 
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—_—_—_—_— Se SSSSSSSNSNSNSSGSSSS? 


you WONT HANE ANY 
MORE TROUBLE WITH THE 
LITTLE DARLING NOW DEAR, 
VVE BROUGHT you THIS 


TEETHING RING 


THE MUSICIANS 
By Minna Irving 


Billy sawed the violin, 
Algy lipped the flute, 

Teddy on the peevish fife 
Bravely tried to toot. 

Hugh essayed the yearning uke, 
Hal the banjo, Bob 

Mauled the saxophone, and Ned 
Made the ’cello sob. 


All because the lovely Maud 
Once was heard to say 
She would never wed a man 
Who couldn’t sing or play. 
When these love-sick youths at last 
Learned a little tune, 
Serenading her they went 
Beneath the silver moon. 


Softly rose the dulcet strains 
On the evening air, 
Maudie’s window still was shut, 
Maudie wasn’t there. 
To her declaration true 
She’d eloped that morn 
With a freckled stranger who 
Played the motor-horn! 


WONDER HOW FAR SHE 
WALKED! 


They were raffling off an automo- 
bile at a church bazaar, and a dea- 
con approached a young lady, and 
asked: “Will you take a chance on 
an auto, miss?” 

“T should say not!” was the indig- 
nant reply. “I’m done taking chances 
on autos!” —Jack H. Smith. 


| 


o 


GARAGE AND 
AUTO PEPAIRS 


iy Ty ia 
y 
ty 


| Vii 


Garage man buries huge magnet to 
stall cars in front of his shop. 
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THE INDICTMENT! 


The preacher at church was speak- 
ing about the modern generation and 
said: “The little so-called flivvers may 
not seem harmful to our modern young 
people, but they are driving them to 
Hell on Sunday mornings instead of 
to church!” 

“Yes, and they shake the Hell out 
of the people, too,” eried a voice in 
the rear. 

—Viola Weiland. 


FINE LOOKIN’ 
CAR XHAT 


SHE'S CHEAP 
FER 500 BUCKS 


MISUNDERSTOOD 


Lady in Taxi (to reckless driver): 
“Be careful when you pass that car. 
There is only about six inches’ clear- 
ance.” 

Driver: “Say, youse, don’t get fresh! 
Me name’s not Clarence!” 

—H. H. F. 


THE SKILLED UNSKILLED 


A farmer driving into the city in his. 
car the other day, started across the: 
street contrary to the traffie signals. 

While in the middle of the street he 
tried to turn his car around. 

“HEY!” yelled the traffic 
“you can’t do that!” 

“T think I can make it,” said the 
farmer. 


cop, 


—George Lindstrom. 


Teacher: 
“Miss Ate, supply the class with a 
little dose of ‘medicine.’ ” 
Amelia Ate: 
“Me and Floss we made a date last 
Sunday, 
And the other girls they turned a 
sickly green 
When they learned the big fellows 
they all sniffed and sneered at 
Had medicine a big red limousine.” 
—C. H. Crowley. 


TOO MOODY 


Becker: “So your ear wasn’t in the 
mood for traveling yesterday, eh?” 
Nathanson: “In der mood? Vell, I 
should say, yes. Der car vas in der 
mood clear up to der axles.” 
—John J. Ferder. 


“Gosh dern it, that must be this 
here yellow peril I heerd so much 
about,” sad Uncle Hiram as he 
dodged the tazt. 


A BRILLIANT IDEA, SAY WE! 


Doris: “Say, Robert, don’t you ever 
wash the windows of your car?” 
Robert: “Certainly not! Don’t you 
think we want a little privacy?” 
—Sunny. 
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IT MADE HIM CUSS AND SWEAR 
Clergyman: “I brought back this second-hand ear I bought from you last 


week. It’s too shaky and noisy.” 


Dealer: “What’s the trouble? Can’t you run it?” 
Clergyman: “Not and stay in the ministry.” 


PRIVATE EQUIPMENT 


Albert: “I’ll take the sport model.” 
Auto Salesman: “Do you want it 
fully equipped?” 
Albert: “Well, I’ll furnish the girl 
myself.” 
—Sylvia Livant. 


a a 


Fare Enough! 


Many a fellow who promises his 
best girl an automobile after they get 
married has to compromise on a baby 
carriage. 


—Mrs. Macon Scott. 


THEY DO! 


Briggs: “Isn’t it an alarming fact 
that there are more motor cars in this 
country than bath tubs?” 

Brooks: “Oh, well, the cars keep 
the people pretty well cleaned.” 


Teacher: 
“The word ‘ejects’ is what the world 
expects from you, Rachel.” 
Ray R. Light: 
“When mein sheik the garage man 
giffs you a look 
The blut in your veins turns colder, 
Sotch a tuff mug he is, when he puts 
on a tire 
Ejects up the car mit one shoulder.” 
—E. B. Sommerfeld. 


USELESS TROUBLE 


Mrs. Folsom: “W’m SO _ worried 
about the baby, dear. He won’t learn 
to walk.” 


Folsom: “What’s the use of teach- 
ing him to walk? Why don’t you 
teach him to drive the car?” 

—H. D. Wolfendon. 


THE ATTRACTION 


Marie: “Why did Jane throw over 
Phil for that skinny little chap Smith? 
I thought she liked the big powerful 
type?” 

Patty: “She does. And that’s just 
the type of car Smith has.” 

—Norman B. Gerald. 
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EASY TERMS 


Car Salesman: “If you want the 

automobile, T’ll give you good terms.” 

Jones: “That’s why I’m buying it— 

to get on good terms with my wife.” 
—Lester Simonson. 


Afboe RSON+-8.0. 


The Latest in Golf Runabouts! 


HER BIT 


Melvin: “Are they taking Miss 
Sengster along on the automobile ride 
to sing for them?” 


Mr. Motorist was caught without his 

Lester: “No, to do the screaming in tire pump, but fortunately a colored 

case they get held up.” entertainer passed, willing to do him 
——George J. Moulton. a service. 


C_OvESO BRED GOODS 


“Colored goods, Madam? Pardon me! You said mourning materials? We 
carry both. All our blacks are guaranteed not to run.” 


THE FUN SHOP MINSTRELS 
VAUDEVILLE TEAM 


Music By Elaine Grant 


‘Listen, big boy, when you rattles 
dem dice I wants to hear hen music— 
yessah—hen music!” 

“What’s dat?” 

“Ah wants to hear ’em cackle. 
Come on, bones! Ow! Dere goes an- 
other fo’ bits! Say, black boy, how 
come you is so lucky with dem ivory 
cubicals ?” 

“Gaze on dis rabbit foot! Dat 
brings me luck in big, juicy gobs! 
Yessah, dat am a sure ’nough lucky 
rabbit’s foot. It’s de left hind laig 
ob a rabbit killed in a graveyahd in 
de dark ob de moon.” 

“In .de graveyahd? Awgowan! 
How’d you happen to kill de rabbit?” 

“Colored boy, it done happened like 
dis. De furst night I went to the 
graveyahd I didn’t see no rabbit, and 
de next night I seen a rabbit but I 
couldn’t ketch him. So de _ third 
night—” 

“What happens on de third night?” 

“On de third night de moon was 
behin’ de clouds, de wind was boo- 
hooin’ through de trees an’ cold shivahs 
was vibratin’ up an’ down mah spine. 
Den I sees somethin’ white a movin’ 
an’ I hears de clankin’ ob chains, an’ 
—an’ de nex’ mornin’, big boy—de 
nex’ mornin’ all I had to do was go 
back and collect dem 16 rabbits what 
I trampled to death!” 
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“Tomorrow is our sebenth weddin’ 
anniversary, big boy, an’ you is got 
jest ’zackly twenty-fo’ hours to bring 
yo’ wifey home a nifty Wl weddin’ 
present |? 


THROWS 


Rev. Jackson: “Whar am dat black 
sheep Bruddah Florian today? Am 
he in de thoes ob repentance?” 

Bruddah Johnson: “No, suh. He 
am in de throws of a crap-game.” 

—H. 8. L. 


134 THE FUN SHOP 


LOOKING AHEAD IF POPULAR SONGS WERE 
ILLUSTRATED 


Joel: “What yo-all like ’bout dat 
big yaller gal dat yo’ is goin’ to 
pr’pose to?” 

Sambo: “What I likes ’bout her? 
De way she works, boy! Dat gal am 
indust’ous. She sure am a bright 
future for any husban’.” 

—L. 8. H. 


Teacher: 

“Mandy, you’re getting stouter, if 
possible. Have you been weighed 
lately?” 

Mandy Seever: 

“Yassum, way down Souf.” 
Teacher: 

“Not so bad, and not so good. Try 
‘Mohican.’ ” 

Mandy Seever: 

“Ma husban’ he fo’ced me to diet, 

But him an’ me ain’t speakin’ 

Since Ah discovered de reason was: 

De less what Ah eats de Mohican.” “I wonder where my sweetie is to- 
—Lloyd Lehayne. night.” 


THE FUN SHOP RADIO STATION 


Announcer—Tambo, after this you are going to do all the announcing. 
I’m turning the station over to you and the rest of THz Fun SHop Minstrels 
and after this you are to be in charge. I’ll tell you what to say this time, and 
you can repeat it after me. All right, tell your radio audience that this is 
station MFJ, re-broadcasted from Tue Fun SHop studios by remote control. 

Tambo—Folkes, dis am Stationary MFJ, broadcasted from De Fun Suop 
stewedios by remote self-control. De first numbah on de programie am a song 
by Mistah Jazztus J ohnsing, Mistah Johnsing. 

Jazztus—Says which? 

Tambo—Go ahead an’ sing dat melancholy versification ’titled, “There Am 
Yes, Yes, in yo’ Eye.” 

Jazztus—You means dat mournful ditty ’titled, “There Am Uh-Huh in De 
Whites Ob Your Eyeballs.” 

TLambo—Never mind singin’ de song now. Close de entrance to dat face ob 
yours while I read a telegramic dat has just came in. An’ here is a lettah what 
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looks like it has been run over by a steamed roller. Dat looks like a mash note, 


so I won’t read dat. 
downin, Mississipper. 
few jokeses. 


Here am a telegramic from Mistah MecAronie, of Way- 
He says he wants Dr Fun SuHop minstrels to crack a 
Sorry, Mistah McAronie, but all we can do is give ’em to you. 


You can crack ’em yourself. Florian, is you ready to give your saxophonie 


solo? 


Florian—First I has a questionary to ask ob Mistah Interlockinal. 


Interlocutor—What is it, Florian? 


Florian—What am de difference ’tween a chorus girl an’ a centipede? 
Interlocutor—What is the difference between a chorus girl and a centipede? 


I’m sure I don’t know, Florian. 


Florian—Just ninety-eight laigs, Mistah Interlocutorn. 
Interlocutor—Did you ever see a centipede, Florian? 
Florian—If dat am an invitation to have a drink with you, no thanks. De 


last time I saw one it had shoes an’ stockings on. 


Besides I got to sing dat 


love song ’titled, “My Red Hot Mamma’s Got a Cold Shoulder.” 


Tambo—Not now you ain’t. 
night, folkes! 


ONE BENEFIT 


Temus: “Does this lodge yo’ belong 
to have any death benefits?” 

Wildcat: “Yessuh. Deed it does, 
suh. When yo’ dies, yo’ don’ hab to 
pay no more dues.” 

—Lauren S. Hamilton. 


CHANGE OF HEART 


Esham and Isham were two colored 
persons who were very successful at 
capturing chickens. 

They were sworn partners in the 
craft for many years. Then Esham, 
remaining in the old tracks and tricks, 
was bereft of his sharer in spoils, for 
Isham moved to a distant community. 
There Isham became pastor of a flock 
and a very successful and honored 
leader. 

It was the opening of the yearly 
“Distracted Meetin’.” 

Isham rose in the pulpit to “give 
out” the text of his sermon when his 
eye fell on Esham seated on the back 


Dis am stationary MFJ signin’ off. Good 


bench of the old log “Meetin’ House.” 
It was a moment fraught with fear and 
peril, but Isham had ever been quick- 
witted, and quick to escape threatened 
dangers. 

After a pause, in itself thrilling to 
his congregation, he spoke thus: “My 
text for dis evenin’ I had done chose 
from de Book of Rivilations: ‘All de 
churches shall know.’ 

“But I misdoubt me is dis Congre- 
gation yet fur enough advance for de 
meat of Rivilations. Wharfo’ and 
tharfo’ I changes my text to dis: ‘Him 
what sees me and knows me, and says 
nothin’, him shall I see later and him 
shall I reward.’ ” 


—Martha Young. 


OUT FOR THE COUNT 


Mrs. Foster: “These oyster patties 
look strange, Lindy. Did you add 
the oysters?” 

Lindy: “No’m. I ain’t got no eddi- 
cation an’ I can’t add.” 

—A. L. Atwood. 
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MENTAL RESERVATIONS 


“Ab’ll do anything fo’ you, honey,” 
Mandy’s dusky lover told her. 
“Will you’ go t’? wo’k?” she asked. 
“Woman!” he exclaimed, “Ah said 
anything, not everything.” 
—Mrs. D. Herbert Spear. 


BLACK BAWLED 


Down in the colored belt of Arkan- 
sas, a political convention was in ses- 
sion. The chairman chosen to pilot the 
gathering through the maze of parlia- 
mentary procedure, was the only white 
man present. 

“I moves you, Mr. Chairman,” called 
a lighter skinned delegate from the 
rear of the hall, “I moves you—” 

“Hol on! I rises to a p’int of or- 
der,” broke in another. 

The chair recognized the latter. 
“Whut is yo’ point of order?” 

“Didn’t we elec’ yo’ cha’rman fo’ 
two years?” 

“Yo’ did,” agreed the chair. “Whut 
of it?” 

“Then what right has dat low down 
niggah got t’ be a movin’ yo’, I wants 
to know.” 

—P. M. Fogg. 


SEZ WHICH? 


Powell (white employer) : “Looking 
for a job?” 
Rastus: “Yo’ certainly reads mah 
wife’s mind.” 
—Mrs. Charles T. Mazza. 


INDIGNATION! 


The maid who opened the front door 
was evidently fresh from the cotton 
patch. 


“Is Mrs. Gaston at home?” inquired 
one of the callers. 

“No’m, she ain’t heah—dun gone 
down town.” 

“Well, is Mrs. Gaston, senior, here?” 

“Is Mrs. Gaston seen me heah?” 
she said in tones of great astonish- 
ment. “’Cose she dun seed me heah. 
Huccome y’all think I ben heah fo’ 
days, an’ Mis’ Gaston ain’t seed me? 
She ain’t blin’, no Ma’am.” 

—Dolly W. Kirk. 


PRICELESS PEARL 


Little Pearl’s mother had a colored 
maid who had a little daughter named 
Rose. 

When Pearl was quarantined with 
the measles she asked for Rose to play 
with her. 

“Oh, no, dear,’ cautioned her 
mother, “she would catch the measles 
and you wouldn’t want that to hap- 
pen, would you?” 

“Well,” reasoned Pearl, “it wouldn’t 
matter, mother, ’cause they wouldn’t 
show on her skin anyway.” 

—Margaret E. Fuller. 


NOTHIN’ ELSE BUT! 


Our apartment has a new janitress, 
Liza, who is quite huge, albeit she is 
black as tar and one of those old 
fashioned darkies you read about in 
books. 

One day my Aunt went to the base- 
ment and heard Liza talking to an- 
other—evidently a friend. She was 
telling her that she had gone to the 
store to try and get some aprons— 
but there were none there that fitted 
her. 
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The store lady, a natural born 
saleswoman, wanted to sell a size 36, 
and told her that she knew this would 
be big enough. 

Liza, who must wear about a 46, 
answered: “Maybe you can look at 
me and tell me what I ain’t, but I 
knows what I is.” 


—Hazel Ann Leven. 


ANDERS oN ae 


“Big boy, yo’ ts losin’ yo’ little wife. 
T’se lef? de wash tub an’ yo’ kin 
suppo’t yo’self.”” 


HIGHLY COLORED 


Rastus: “Florian is skairt o’ me.” 


Temus: “He am not. He’s a good 
serapper.” 
Rastus: “Good scrapper, huh! 


Why, dat boy am so yellow he’s got 
orangeade in his veins.” 


JOE KNEW 


Sam: “Black boy, what am dis 
mustahd gas what Ah heahs ebbery- 
one talkin’ about?” 

Joe: “Don’ y’ know what am mus- 
tahd gas? Why, dat am de vapah 
what yo’ sees before yore eyes when 
yo’ yanks off a mustahd plastah.” 

—Mrs. Clark Young. 


THE FOURTH ESTATE! 


Rastus: “Ah hears yo’ wife is talkin’ 
*bout gittin’ a divorce.” 
Florian: “Yas, dat’s jes’ some of 
dis newspaper comic talk.” 
—Mae Geisen. 


FATAL ENDING 


Sam: “Hear bout Bill? 
ob mustahd gas pizoning.” 

Joe: “Naw. How did de accident 
happen?” 

Sam: “Carelessness. He done put 
too much mustahd in a hot hambur- 
gah!” 


He died 


—R. EH. Kiesling. 


UNTIL FURTHER NOTICE 


Bystander: “Don’t be so sad, Uncle 
Joe. Can’t you see the bank’s closed 
only temporarily ?” 

Uncle Joe: “Yassuh, boss, but hit’s 
a Long Way to Temporary.” 

—Fannie W. Butterfield. 


Wo Aw He ER = Ween Re 


“Umbrellas? Surely. On the third floor you will find everythin 


g for a 


rainy day, Miss, from gay-colored slickers to even slicker stockings.” 


WOMEN LOOK FORWARD TO SOMETHING ON A RAINY DAY; MEN, DOWNWARD. 


FROM OUR CHILDREN’S GAR- 
DEN OF CURSES 


Peter was playing at Johnny’s 
house one day. When it was time to 
go home, it started to rain very hard. 
Mrs. White, however, gave Peter 
Johnny’s raincoat and rubbers. 

“Don’t take so much trouble, Mrs. 
White,” said Peter politely. 

“[’m sure your mother would do 
as much for Johnny,” she replied. 

“My mother would do more,” said 
Peter, “she’d ask Johnny to stay for 
supper.” 

—Winifred Breslin. 


Some keep up talking till we’re sick; 
Umbrellas dry up pretty quick. 
mast POS Bee ss 


HOW TO DO IT 


Father: “How does that young man 
expect to support you after he mar- 
ries you?” 

His Daughter: “He thought you 
might give him a job.” 

Father: “Bah! Why he doesn’t 
know enough to come in out of the 
rain.” 

Daughter : “Well, can’t you give him 
an inside job, and then he won’t have 
to?” 

—Doris Jean Kratzenstein. 
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HONEST AN TRULY, No 
APPLESAUCE, 1 AINT NEVER 
BEEN KISSED BEFORE ! 

\ AINT KIDDIN’, HONEST ! 
O-0-OH, YOU MEN ARE. 


TERRIBLE } 


Yj UR UY 
<b 


? We 
Sel 


STORM 


When our game ended last night, 
It was rather late; 

A storm was brewing and I tried 
To beat it to our gate. 


When I slyly sneaked inside, 
This is not a joke! 
I found my wife awaiting me 
And then the real storm broke. 
—George Donovan. 
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IT MIGHT BE DECEMBER 


Mrs. Blivens is inclined to be sar- 
castic when things do not go to suit 
her. 

One cloudless day last August she 


telephoned for a messenger. Ten 
minutes later a small, red-headed, 
freckle-faced boy appeared. When 


she gave the boy the message, she 
said: 

“Won't you let me lend you my um- 
brella?” 

“No’m, the sun’s shinin’. 
gonna rain.” 

“Tt might,” Mrs. Blivens said with- 
eringly, “before you get that message 
delivered.” 

“No’m, I won’t take the umbrella,” 
the boy grinned, “but you might let 
me have an overcoat.” 

—Hugh E. O’Neil. 


It ain’t 


Teacher: 

“Mr. Fritz will stop rustling that 
newspaper and yodel a short piece 
employing ‘veteran.’ ” 

Onder Fritz: 

“The day of mein fadder’s funeral it 
vas raining, 

Und der roads mit effery minute they 
got vetter, 

Till I heard der poor man sighing in 
his coffin: 

‘T only hope der veteran heaven iss 
better.’ ” 

—J. W. Margil. 


A WEATHER MAN 


A farmer rushed madly into the 
headquarters of the village fire de- 
partment. 

“My barn and two of my stacks are 
afire,’ he exclaimed breathlessly. 

The fire chief removed his feet from 
his desk, and slowly laid aside the 


newspaper he was reading. He looked 
out of the window, and then cocked his 
feet on his desk again. 

“Aren’t you going to put it out?” 
yelled the farmer. 

The chief stretched lazily. 

“What’s the use of goin’ to all that 
trouble?” he yawned. “It'll rain be- 
fore night.” —Paul S. Powers. 


ee GIFTS 


‘ay 


For Folks Who Forget Their Um- 
brellas. 


Teetcher: 

“Wally, ‘doily.” 
Wal Wal: 
“Only one thing makes pop madder 
Than getting cawt in the rain, 
And thats wen ma has brekfast late 
And he misses doily train.” 

—D. 8S. Lillenthal. 


fh trap page eG SF | 


Miss Ade, will you take this lady to our rest | 


Ee Eien 


“You feel faint, Madam? 


room? 
“You will find everything there, lady, and our house doctor in attendance 


if you need him. We deal in everything, even operations!” 


+ 


dee Es Ds 
By George S. Chappell 


Old Doctor Jones of Perkinsville 
Is little known to fame, 
But round his native heath and hill 
He bears an honored name. 
Through summer rains and winter 
snows, 
When anxious mothers fret 
The Doctor’s old battered lizzie goes 
And gets there, too, you bet. 


Doe Jones it is whose helping hand 
First guides across life’s sill 
The kids from Never-never land 
Consigned to Perkinsville. 
We've got another medico, 
But Doe says, with a grin, 
He likes to help the old folks go, 
I let the young ones in- 


And kind... 
Smith 
Had twins, and she with five, 
Young kids besides, to struggle with, 
Oid Doe said, “Sakes alive; 
Don’t worry, M’am, about my pay, 
I’ve got a rule, you see, 
That when kids come in pairs that 
way 
I mark them ‘R. F. D.’” 


say, when poor Mrs. 


THE REACTION. AFTER THe. 
EXCITING SENSATION OF 
MAKING A HOLE IN ONE! 


AT A DANCE 


Maude (somewhat of a spinster): 
“You'd think she’d get sick of run- 
ning after men like that, wouldn’t 
you 2?” 

Young Doctor: “So she is—one 
might say—a mild form of menin- 
gitis.” 

—M. M. Lucas. 
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NOT A FOOL! 


Little Mary, who had fallen ill, 
begged for a kitten. It was found 
that an operation was necessary for 
the child’s cure and that she had to go 
to the hospital. Her mother promised 
Mary that if she would be a very brave 
girl during this time of trial she 
would have the very finest kitten to be 
found. 

As Mary was coming out from the 
influence of the anesthetic the nurse 
heard her murmuring and, stooping, 
heard Mary say: “It’s a bum way to 
get a cat.” 

—B. M. 8. 


Teetcher: 

“Stop yawning so loud, Moses, and 
use your breth on the werd ‘utensils.’ ” 
Mosey Along: 

“How I vish I vas you in the hospittle 

Witt no studying witt books witt 
pencils— 

Last week dey ebstrected your edde- 
noids 

And tomorrow dey take out utensils.” 


PRETTY 


“How is Maxson getting along at 
the hospital?” 
“FHe’s convalescing, but he won’t be 
out as soon as we thought he would.” 
‘Did you see his doctor?” 
“No, I saw his nurse.” 
—Harold Benn Judell. 


NEVER DOUBT A DOCTOR 


By Wallace M. Bayliss 


When Jimmy White, a friend of mine, 
Had pains come in his gizzard, 

He galloped off to Dr. Stein, 

A diagnosis wizard. 


Doe thumped him here and there, and 
said, 

“In three or four months you'll be 
dead 

If you don’t cut out pickles, bread, 

Tobacco, and light wine.” 


Poor Jim turned paler than a ghost, 
And started in to diet. 

If on the menu he saw “toast” 

He went right on down by it. 

He lived on milk and malted straw, 
On spinach, parsley, and cold slaw; 
That he complied with Doe Stein’s law 
Quite often he would boast. 


But two months later, Jimmie White, 

Who had grown thin and thinner, 

Said, “Gosh! I think I'll eat, despite 

Doce’s orders, one good dinner.” 

And so he did. Alas, poor Jim! 

Fate played that day a trick most 
grim ; 

A ten-ton truck ran over him! 

Doc’s prophecy was right! 


YES, PLEASE 


Dr. Peerless: “Here’s the whiskey, 
but you are only to use it when you 
feel ill—do you understand?” 

Patient: “Oh, you make me sick!” 

—NMarcia Russo. 


The best way to cure the itch for 
money is to scratch for it! 


CIVIC LOYALTY 


Dr. Pearson: “Why are you deter- 
mined to take only a local anesthetic?” 
Patient: “Just because I believe in 
patronizing home products.” 
—Roy A. Brenner. 
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HER IRISH WAS AROUSED 


An Irish lady came before a Judge 
and asked for a divorce. 

“Are you sure, Madam, that you 
want a divorce?” asked the Judge. 

“Shure Oi’m shure! That old fule 
is brutal.’* 

“What is your man guilty of ?” 

“He didn’t loike me cooking so he 
throwed a dish at me, then he choked 
me, then kicked me, then knocked 
me head agin the wall, and—” 

“You left him then, didn’t you?” 

“Yes, Yer Honor, I left him—in a 
hospital.” 

—P. E. Montgomery. 


Walking, the doctors claim, will 
make you live longer. 
But they don’t mean jay-walking ! 


MAKING IT HANDY 


Wilson: “You say they are going to 
build a hospital of logs? Why is 
that ?” 

Burns: “So the future politicians 
can say they were born in a log cabin.” 

—-H. P. Blosvern. 


AN EYE FOR BUSINESS 


Friend (to physician who had just 
inherited a small fortune): “Well, 
doc, what are you going to do with 
all your money?” 

Dr. Pearson: “I’m going to invest 
most of it in my business.” 

Friend: “In your business? 
you are a doctor. 
that?” 

Dr. Pearson: “I’m going to buy up 
all the apples in this country and 
dump them into the river.” 

—John J. Kjellin. 


But 
How can you do 


SYMPTOMS 


Grace: “The doctor says that tight 
clothing affects the vital organs.” 
Frances: “I know if you allow a 
young man to squeeze your waist it is 
bad for the heart.” 
—G. A.D: 


IF POPULAR SONGS WERE 
ILLUSTRATED 


“That Certain Party of Mine” 


HIS AILMENT 


Mrs. O’Houlihan: “Policeman Clancy 
don’t care about a pretty face, but he 
goes woild over a dimpled knee.” 

Mrs. McManus: “Shure an’ didn’t 
the doctor say he wuz a knee Mick?” 

—HMelvin Taylor. 


q 


THE FUN SHOP 


143 


TOO MUCH FOR HER 


A woman with a sore finger was in 
the doctor’s office. The doctor was 
about to pour iodine on it when she 
drew back. 

“What is that stuff?” she asked. 

“Why,” said the doctor, “this won’t 
hurt you. This is just to kill the 
germs in your finger.” 

The woman rose and _ snortingly 
walked towards the door. “I don’t 
wish to have any dead things around 
me,” she said as she went out. 

—M. E. Seeley. 


CAUSE AND EFFECT 


Doctor: “There isn’t but one cure 
for you—you must go on a strict diet.” 
Patient: “Not much! I’m not going 
to starve myself to death just to live 
a little while longer.” 
—NM. M. T. 


FAITH 


Betty, aged five, was climbing a tree 
in the back yard when a nervous neigh- 
bor called: 

“Betty, get down right away or you 
will break your neck.” 

“Oh, that’s all right,” Betty replied, 
“my father’s a doctor.” 

—Mrs. L. FE. Schultz. 


HIS AILMENT 


Cesar: “How now, Antony, why so 
glum?” 

Mare Antony: “My doctor hath told 
me that my vermiform appendix must 
be removed.” 

Cesar: “My appendix troubleth me 
not; would I couldst say as much for 
my Gaul.” 

—Edgar Bolen. 


The Blister 


A TESTIMONIAL 
Ruth: “Was her operation a suc- 
cess ?” 
Ethel: “It certainly was, my dear! 
She married the doctor!” 
—H. J. Krier. 


NO WARD AT ALL 


Hospital Surgeon: “What ward 
shall I put you in?” 
Politician: “I’m sick, Doc. I 


didn’t come here to talk politics.” 
—Kathleen Reese. 


A WONDER 

Harold: “Is that a good doctor you 
have?” 

Lee: “He’s so good I think he could 
cure the cold a girl has when you ask 
her to sing.” 

—Mother R. 


DSL ese 


GI Reed Mah G99 oR Hv 


“The diet kitchen? Two aisles over, to the left. You can lunch for nothing, 


sir, if you are fond of samples.” 


Should the dishonest grocer be 
classed among those who lie in weight 
to deceive? 


A NEW KIND OF APPLE 


I work in a grocer’s shop, and all 
day long I come across a lot of funny 
incidents. But because the clerks al- 
ways have to be the soul of politeness, 
the jokes are usually made by the 
customers. 

The other day a man came in and 
asked for a dozen apples. 

“What kind of apples do you 
want?” I asked him. “Baldwins?” 


“Yeh,” said he, “aya think I want. 


7em with hair on?” 
—Jean P. Moller. 


Teetcher: 

“Upman, rise.” 
Up R. Berth: 

“Yeast mam.” 
Teetcher: 

“Now that Europe, recite ‘census.’ ” 
Up R. Berth: 
“My ants house smells lovely of cook- 

ing 
Wen she frickasees chickin with rice, 
But jest before the dinner bell rings 
She census back home—is that nice?” 
—Marie G. Callan. 


Ice men, says our cook, aren’t as 
cold as they look! 


CHEESE IT! 


"Twas Swiss Cheese time on the Zuy- 
der Zee 
When first mine Hans proposed to 
me. 
How well I remember the over-ripe 
moon 
That hung like a Brie o’er the 
scented lagoon. 
From the dairy near by came odors so 
sweet, 
(For romance the Limburger smell 
can’t be beat! 
But these were the odors of ripe 
Camembert 
That billowed along on the warm 
ev’ning air.) 
That love churned up in mine Hans’ 
aching heart; 
Where Cupid had placed his most 
ardent dart. 
But mine heart was cool as a leaky 
cellar 
For, truth to tell, Hans is SOME 
cheesy feller! 
—Clarence deWitt Rogers, Jr. 


MAYBE BETTER LUCK 
TOMORROW 


Husband: “What kind of breakfast 
food have you got this morning ?” 
Wife: “None at all, John. Tm 
dreadfully sorry, but they didn’t dis- 
tribute any samples yesterday.” 
—Hugh E. O'Neil. 
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SSS 


WORSE THAN THE MILKMAN! 


“Tomatoes!” screamed the street 
merchant from his cart, “nice early 
tomato-o-0-0-0es !” 

“Too darned early!” snarled a lis- 
tener as he opened his bedroom win- 
dow and hurled a shoe. 


—Mother R. 


Dusty: “Yuh didn’t happen to see 
nothin’ of a stray dog aroun’ here, did 
yuh, Mr. Butcher?” 


THE THANKS I GET 


I treat my stomach fine, 

I give it pie and cake; 

Ingratitude is mine— 

It gives me tummy ache! 
—Thomas C. Kider. 


THE REASON 


Mrs. Edmonds: “Where did you buy 
this meat?” 

Edmonds: 
store.” 

Mrs. Edmonds: “Well, it’s tough 
meat.” 

Edmonds: “Well, it’s a tough neigh- 
borhood.” 

—Gene, The Village Blacksmith. 


“At the neighborhood 


TAKING THE CAKE 
By James H. Lambert 


In retrospect I gaze with joy 

On days when as a lively boy, 

I'd raid the pantry and I’d take 
Ginger cake. 


Then when to manhood’s state I grew 
And love’s dream came with winsome 
Sue, 
I yearned to have my mother bake 
Angel cake. 


One day the parson said: “For life 
I now pronounce you man and wife,” 
And all our friends were there to 
take 
Wedding cake. 


Quite often now we don’t agree; 
I look at Sue, she looks at me. 
Hard words come tumbling in their 
wake— 
Marble cake! 


THE HEN 
IS THE ONLY ANIMAL THAT 
CAN PRODUCE DIVIDENDS 
JUST BY SITTING 
AROUND 
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A RIME OF MELON TIME 
By Lee Shippey 


Hail, hail, the watermelon’s here! 
(Watermel, do we care, watermel do 
we care?) 
Hail, hail, the watermelon’s here! 
(Watermel do we care now?) 


I love the watermelon 
Although it brought me woe 
And made me oft a felon 
In days of long ago; 
Although it brought in summer 
The meloncholic days 
And put me on the hummer 
In sundry other ways. 


I love the watermelon 
Which brings me joys again 
As chuckingly I tell on 
Our gang of boys again. 
Ah, how we used to bump it 
And nose-dive at a chunk! 
And every time we’d thump it 
It gave us back a plunk! 


I love the watermelon 
With prize refreshing stunts— 
It lays refreshment’s spell on 
Inside and out at once! 
So give your cares vacation 
And bid your griefs so-long 
As I invite the nation 
To join me in my song— 


Hail, hail, it’s cheap though dear— 
(Gives us back a plunk, boys, for 
every little thump, boys) 
Hail, hail, our boyhood’s here! 
(Watermel do we care now?) 


YOU TELL ’EM, EZRA! 


Two farmers, on meeting each 
other, disputed as to who was the 
healthier. 

Ezra claimed that he had been to 
a town doctor, and that he was now 
eating food that put iron into his 
blood. 

“And what is the food you are eat- 
ing that puts iron into your blood?” 
asked Si. 

“Pork. They say it puts pig iron 
in your blood,” quickly retorted Ezra. 

—Victor W. Ferla. 


“What's happened to Dusty?” 
“He bit his finger while he was 
eatin’ a piece o’ pie.” 


RL 
ote 


DERSO N———] 


Where the Charleston Originated! 
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BRAGGING 


Blower: “My father was a rich dairy 
farmer, did you know that? Why, at 
one time our family had the finest 
cheese in the country.” 

Miss Cutting: “You shouldn’t brag 
about yourself.” 

—Oscar F. Clippenger. 


ON GOOD NATURE 


Speaking at the dinner given to 
Gen. John J. Pershing, retired, by the 
Government Club at the Hotel Astor, 
New York, Charles M. Schwab, steel 
magnate, told those present that any- 
body with anything to sell usually 
comes to him first. 

“Only the other day,” said Mr. 
Schwab, “a man came and asked me 
to buy his cow.” 

“What kind of a cow is it? Is she 
good enough to mingle with my best 
select cows on my farm?” queried Mr. 
Schwab. 

“I don’t know,” replied the pros- 
pective seller. 

“Well, has she a pedigree?” inquired 
the steel man, seeking definite in- 
formation. 

“T can’t even tell you that,” an- 
swered the man with the cow. 

“Well, does she give milk?” in- 
quired Mr. Schwab in desperation. 

“Gosh, I can’t even answer that,” 
replied the cow’s owner, “but I'll tell 


you one thing, she’s a good-natured 
cow and if she has any milk she’ll 
give it to you.” 


THE TURKEY’S FOREBODINGS 
By George S. Chappell 
I 


“All summer long,” the Turkey said, 
“I roamed abroad at will, 
And where my turkish fancy led 
I strayed and ate my fill. 
My wings and legs or other member 
Were tough as whipcord... in 
September. 


IT 


“Then ‘came a time,’ as movies say, 
When from the poultry yard 

I sought in fancy free to stray 
And found all exits barred, 

And as, amid reflections sober 

I ate at home, I thought . . . October. 


III 


“And now, with sweet solicitude 
And much against MY wish, 
The farmer’s daughter brings me food, 
Thrice daily, in a dish, 
And as I fatten I remember 
How Mother left us... last No- 
vember !” 


BENEFIT OF CLERGY 


A young minister, noted for his punning, was dining at our house last Sunday, 
and he was passed a plate heaped with roast chicken. 
“Well, here’s where that chicken enters the ministry,” he remarked with a 


twinkle of his eye. 


“Hope it does better there than it did in the lay work,” rejoined the bright 


son of the family. 


—B. L. Clare. 
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GIMME SOME. O' YER} \_AX/ 
WATERMELON AN’ 
VLL LET YUH * 
Sit ON MY 
"CAKE OF WCE 
De settee ne 


BULL CON AND PRO 


A solemn steer leaned o’er the fence 
As the church parade went by, 
And he said to his mate, “This show’s 
immense ; 
Just look at their duds! My eye, 
There’s fancy raiment for you, Bill; 
The folks are certainly dressed to kill.” 


And Bill said, “Tom, you have got it 
right ; 
You’re a very observant cuss. 
They sure do make an elegant sight, 
And how different, Tom, from us. 
The joke’s on us, or I miss my guess; 
They’re dressed to kill; we’re killed 
to dress.” 
—Pat Parker. 


Teetcher: 
““Hixhort’ off of you, Dotty deer.” 
Dot N. Dash: 
“T don’t care if potatoes are fried or 
smashed 
And bake beans can reely be spoiled, 
I eat onions all ways, even raw, 
But exhort to be hard boiled.” 
—C. 8. Weil. 


Chick: “I guess everybody thinks I 
laid these eggs.” 


HGGS-ACTLY! 


Mrs. Newlywed: “Are these eggs 
strictly fresh?” 
Clerk: “They are all hand-picked 
from one of our large egg plants.” 
Mrs. Newlywed: “Vll take two 
dozen.” 
—Constance F. Veeder. 


De ia 


“Dairy products? Quite so, sir. 


GC (Or Oa ae 


All the big butter-and-egg men in the 


city are our regular customers. Fresh eggs laid while you wait. Right next 


to the Diet Kitchen.” 


THE CHURN 


The old churn stood in the pantry 
corner 
(Very much like our friend, Jack 
Horner), 
And I heard it murmur, “I’m a goner.” 
And I heard it sigh, “I am up the 
spout, 
But before they finally count me out 
I will try one stunt that I’ve read 
about. 
I will kid myself back to life again.” 
And this was the burden of his re- 
frain: 
“Every day and in every way,” 
Thus I heard him mutter, 
“Every day in every way, 
I’m getting butter and butter.” 
—Horace Blandy. 


THE SUBSTITUTE 


One day recently I took my little 
nephew, William, aged three and one- 
half years, and Paul, another little 
fellow about the same age, next door 
to see the new baby. The boys were 
simply delighted with the newcomer. 

Both Paul and William wanted to 
know if the baby’s mother had asked 
God for the child, and we told them 
yes. I took them home, stepping in- 
side the kitchen for a minute. When I 


returned I heard Paul ask God to 
15 


please send him a baby brother to 
play with. 

Before Paul could finish William 
raised his eyes Heavenward and in- 
terrupted: “And, Lord, if you ain’t got 
no more baby brudders a ’ittle red 
cow will do.” 

—Ruth Morelli. 


We. poh AP 


Ca 
CLO 


AAS 


The summer boarders had no idea 
that they furnished the power for 


Farmer Seested’s churn! 
0 
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THE ANCIENT HIGHWAY 
By Wallace M. Bayliss 


I love to read, in ancient lore, 

Of people who have gone before, 

Of things they ate; the way they 
swore, 

“?Od’s Bodikins! Gadzooks!” 

The way they dressed; the songs they 
sung; 

The men they praised and those they 
hung; 

The schemes that wise gazabos sprung 

On potentates and dukes. 


I find that jokes we laugh at now 

Were what our stage folks call a 
“wow”? 

When Grecian actors made their bow 

A good long while ago; 

And Engineers say we should praise 

Especially their great highways; 

The ancient peoples, in their days, 

Knew tricks we’d like to know. 


Though roads built to the great god 
Zeus 

Long since have gone, through great 
abuse, 

One ancient highway’s still in use, 

Still free from bump or hummock; 

It’s used by any girl who’s smart 

For it leads to the marriage mart— 

That ancient highway to man’s heart 

Down through his well-known stomach! 


SERVED IN STYLE 


“This meat’s not cooked enough,” he 
cried, 
“Pray tell me, what’s the reason ?” 
His social-climbing wife replied: 
“Tt isn’t done, this season!” 
—H. Boland. 


Dusty: “Pl bring back this bag o’ 
salt after the ball game, mom. We’re 
only goin’ to use it fer third base.” 


Teetcher: 
“Lewis, use the werd ‘churn’ correck- 
ly, please.” 
Lew Shoestrings: 
“T had a doller yestidday 
The sensation was very plesent, 
And 20 fellows ast me: 
‘Did churn it or was it a present?” 
—Walter C. Coons. 


When a man loses his appetite tem- 
porarily, he is in love. 

When he loses it permanently, he is 
married. 


80) DUA SE OU Nr AN 


“The soda fountain? Main floor, Miss, in the middle of the store. 
“Our nut sundes are said to be the nuttiest in the world.” 


+ 


IF POPULAR SONGS WERE 
ILLUSTRATED 


Strongheart, the Pup 


Teacher: 

“Kindly wipe that expression of 
pain from your face, Hayward! Now 
what seems to be the trouble, not for- 


getting to mention that great explorer 
De Soto.” 


Hay Seedy: 

“Drank two grape phosphates yisterday, 
An’ seven quarts o’ scotch—dawg gunnit, 
Been feelin’ kind 0’ squoozy-like 

An’ I jedge it was De Soto water done it.” 


—Frances E. Robbins. 
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“What's that, sir? Boots-and-leggings? In the shoe department. . . . Oh, I 
BEG your pardon! You said boot-legging! Well, it isn’t customary for a dry 
goods store to handle wet goods, but you might try our Grocery department in 
the basement. Ask for Barney: he knows! 


a 


Teacher: Many a qt. is bought on the Q.T. 
“Jack, I have selected the word 
‘dyspepsia’ for you and I hope you 
will not be bothered by it.” 
Jack Potts: 
“Henry offered me some wine 
While dining we did sit, 
‘Come on,’ he said, ‘Just take a glass— 
Dyspepsia up a bit.’” 
—Livingston Shaw. 


CAMOUFLAGE FROM THE OUTSWE, 


JONES APPEARED To BE 
HAVING A VERY SEVERE CHILI= 


Realizing that women who drink 
intoxicants had been rather success- 
ful in keeping this fact in the dark, 
we were puzzled, and therefore as- 
signed Dr. Watson, our special inves- 
tigator, to make an exhaustive report 
on this phenomenon. 

His report, in part, follows: “The 
reason the average person is ignorant 
of the great amount of drinking now 
being done by the obstinate sex is due 
to the fact that they powder their 
noses so frequently.” 


BUT HE WAS MERELY 
PROVIDING AGAINST tr!) i, 


A FRIEND IN NEED DOGGONE! 
I take my problems all to Joe; “My dog’s no prohibitionist,” 
It is some contribution! Said little Ethel Hines, 
But Joe’s an expert chemist, so “He never growls ferociously— 
He knows the right solution! At night he likes light whines.” 
—Fred Cruse. —F. P. Pitzer. 
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THE MOUNTAINEER’S SERENADE 
A Revised Classic 
(With the Usual to Stephen Foster) 
By Albert Charles Mathes 


I 


O the moonshine’s bright in my old Kentucky home, 
Tis midnight, my Paw’s feeling gay, 

And my old Uncle Bill is a-lyin’ by the still, 
In my old Kentucky home, far away. 


Chorus: (to be sung with much feeling) 


Weep no more, my lady, 
O, weep no more, I pray, 

But just taste this brew that my Pappy made for you 
In my old Kentucky home . . . far away. 


II 


O, my Paw’s long gun is a-leanin’ on the wall, 
Its barrel is shinin’ and bright; 

If the Sheriff should try for to sneak up on the sly 
To my old Kentucky home... GOOD NIGHT! 


Chorus: (with even greater expression) 


Weep no more, my Lady, 
O, weep no more, I pray, 
For the stuff I bring, it will make you want to sing .. . 
To my old Kentucky home . . . far away! 
LONGER THAN ALWAYS parlor, of Eleanor. He was in love 
with Eleanor, too, and he was trying 


Alan was an old hand at the game. hard to make Eleanor believe it. And 


He had made his protestations to 
more girls than one, and so he cannot 
be blamed for wanting to couch these 
protestations in newer language. So 
many young men say, every day, that 
their love will last forever! Alan was 
one of those young men who insist on 
being original at all times and at any 
cost! 

On this particular evening he was 
holding the hand, and sitting in the 


so Eleanor asked him the usual ques- 
tion: 

“Darling,” asked Eleanor, “will you 
love me always?” 

“Always!” echoed Alan. And re- 
member that Alan was no ordinary 
sheik. “Always? Why, I’ll love you 
longer than that, precious. I'll love 
you until the prohibition law is en- 
forced!” 

—Klizabeth Betty Caulkins. 
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LEAD HIM TO IT! 


Howard: “Would you take a chance 
on the liquor of today?” 
Merrill: “Certainly! 

raffling some off?” 
—Winifred Rumford. 


Are they 


GOSH } 1 CAN’T REMEMBER 

EVER HAVING SUCH A 
PERSISTENT 
BEFORE! 


HICCOUGH 


THE ANCIENT MARINER 
A Revised Classic 
(With the Usual to Sam Coleridge) 
By Mrs. Jean M. Frye 


It is an Ancient Mariner, 
And he stoppeth on the street 

Both one and all and great and small 
Of the men whom he doth meet. 


He holds them not by his long, gray 
beard, 
Nor e’en by his glittering eye, 


But he holds a list in his aged fist 
Which he shows to each passer-by. 


And the face of each, as he scans that 
list, 
Grows grave and he says, “How 
come 2?” 
For the printed screed which the man 
doth read 
Ts a price-list fair... of rum! 
“Now, get thee gone, thou bad old 
man! 
Thou hast a wicked look. 
Out of my sight!, but first indite 
Thine address in my book!” 


It is an Ancient Mariner, 
Who is strictly up-to-date, 
And he winks his eye at the passers- 
by 
As he drives in his large new eight! 


THE REASON 


Bennett: “Come on, old man; this 
is good stuff. Take just one drink for 
a starter.” 

Barry: “No.” 

Bennett: “Why not?’ 

Barry: “Um afraid it might be a 
finisher.” 

—William L. Hoffman. 


ALL WET 


The town soak was, as usual, zig- 
zagging down the street, when he over- 
heard, in regard to himself, this re- 
mark: “See that disgustingly loose 
character over there.” 

To which he replied: “Beg pardon, 
lady, your eyeshight mus’ be failin’, 
can’t yuh shee I’m tight?” 

—H. B. Fields. 
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BELIEVE IT OR NOT 


The following incident comes to us 
via Rev. K. McC., and, according to 
his letter, happened on a train near 
Montreal: 

A passenger, slightly under the in- 
fluence of the ardent, approached a 
quiet, dignified looking man and sat 
down beside him. They exchanged 
greetings. 

“Say, fella, have a drink?” he asked. 

The other looked at him in mild 
surprise. “My dear man, I never in- 
dulge.” 

“You mean to say you—hic—never 
drink, never took a drink in your 
life?” 

“Just that, my man.” 

“You—hic—ain’t had a drink right 
now ?” 

“Why, how absurd! Certainly not!” 

“Then what the—hic—you got your 
collar on backwards for?” 


One nip never used to make my 
head throb like this before! 


DR. TRAPROCK ON SNAKES 


Dr. Walter E. Traprock, the noted traveler, was speaking of snakes, of 
which he has probably seen as many as any living man. 

“The revulsion felt by most people in the presence of snakes,’ said the 
Doctor, “is wrong, all wrong. They are mainly harmless and useful. One 
of the gentlest companions I ever had was Naa-Naa, the pet Ooka or hot- 
water bottle snake which I brought back from the Filbert Islands. 

“The Ooka derives its name from its curious ability to retain heat for an 
indefinite period. It lives on the juice of the hoops, the only fur bearing 
cocoanut I know of. The Ooka absorbs its meals during the tropic noon hour, 
which at that time is at its highest temperature of about 110 degrees. This 
meal the snake retains until the following day, when the process is repeated. 
It is very pleasant, during the cool nights, to have one of these gentle creatures 
wrapped about one’s body. 

“A less attractive but equally useful serpent is the great Desert Python, which 
plows its way through the sands of the Sahara. This creature is the terror of 
all small animals of the desert. The native, however, prizes them highly, using 
the smaller ones as tires for their primitive automobiles. 
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“It was my good fortune to capture the record snake last September, a 
giant measuring 82 feet from tip to tip. I had him reamed out by forcing a 
_ sharp egg-beater through his entire length, after which I presented him to the 
Irkute Hook and Ladder Co. Number 3, who, up to that time, had no hose 
whatever. They were so pleased that they made me an honorary life member 
with the grade of Bushwa, or chief. Whenever there is a fire in the Sahara I 


am allowed to go inside the lines.” 
DEAD LONGINGS 


Mary Dowd’s husband, Joseph Pat- 
rick, did not honor Volstead as a na- 
tional hero—his constant anti-dry 
condition was her despair. 

She talked the matter over with her 
brother Tom—how to cure him?— 
something must be done! They had 
pleaded and frightened him, without 
avail—John Barleycorn was still the 
world’s conqueror and hero. 

Two caskets were purchased and put 
into a vacant lot, and this night Joseph 
Patrick arrived home internally 
dampened to the edges of his red eye 
lashes! To the casket they led him, 
and dumped him in. In the other laid 
Mary’s brother, Tom. 

Two caskets—two humans, one wet, 
one dry, laid thus all night under the 
starry skies. 

Dawn crept over them—Joseph Pat- 
rick rubbing his eyes, spied casket No. 
2, and its occupant! 

‘‘Where are we?” 

“In the cemetery.” 

“Why ?” 

“Because you’re dead.” 

“When did I get here?” 

“Six hours ago.” 

“Why are you here?” 

“Because I’m dead, too.” 

“How long have you been here?” 

“Six years.” 


“Then you ought to know this neigh- 
borhood—where can I get booze like I 
got before I died?” 

—Josie Valenta. 


Some folks are so conscientious 
obeying the dry law that they won’t 
drink a thing except extra dry! 


AT LEAST HE WAS COOKED 


Tough Customer: “Come on and 
bring me my order! Think I’m goin’ 
ter wait all day? I’m hard-boiled, I 
am.” 

Jessie (the waitress): “Can dat line 
of chatter! Hard-boiled me eye! Yer 
stewed, dat’s de trouble wid you.” 

—H. R. 


Speaking of wine, woman, and song, 
the first and last improve with age. 


WISHING HIM WELL 


Maloney: “An’ phwat is your occu- 
pation?” 

Visitor: “I’m a dry cleaner.” 

Maloney: “Good luck to yez. Oi 
hope yez clean up ivry dom dry in 
the town, an’ us wets will help ye all 
we can!” 

—Nora Camann. 


We call our one-half of one per cent beer, “near beer.” 
Why not call the whiskey we’re getting “near bier?” 
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ANDERSON 


Near-Sighted Gent: “Jump, lady, quick! There’s a snake as big as an 
elephant about to swallow your son!” 
Mrs. Foster: “Sir, I shall report you to the Prohibition Officer |” 


MOTION PICTURES 


“Your little boy would like to see a moving picture? Take the elevator to 


the Auditorium on the third floor. 
just the thing for the kiddies.” 


ALL GOD’S CHILLUN GOT 
WINGS! 


A motion picture portraying the 
life of Christ was being shown in a 
small church in an Oklahoma town. 

After the picture was shown, the 
choir arose from the audience and 
took their usual places on the rostrum. 

“Oh, goody!” shouted a small boy 
in the front row, “they’re going to 
have vaudeville.” 

—I’, D. Kennedy. 


Celluloid stars are forever in the 
limetight of matrimonial scandals. 

Weill, dowt we all know what a 
_ match can do to celluloid? 


KEEPING UP WITH THE JONES 


Thompson: “The Jones are moving 
from the neighborhood.” 
Hazel: “Moving! Why, people are 
just getting to know them.” 
Thompson: “That’s why they’re go- 
ing.” 
—M. M. Taylor. 


‘Her Flaming Sin’ is on this afternoon: 


Aaw 
CASS anson— 


Dusty: “Yuh can’t be a movie 
aktriss, Helen, if yer gonna be afraid 
of a little wettin’.” 


REALISTIC 


“Don’t you love those slow motion pictures of horse races?” 
“No, they remind me too much of the horses I always bet on.” 


—John Woodward. 
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THE HUNT 


“Why are you scanning these resi- 
dences so feverishly?” 

“Picking locations for our next film. 
It calls for a house divided against 
itself.” 

—W. S&S. Adkins. 


HERE’S SOPHISTICATION ON 
MAIN STREET! 


You hear a lot of how wise people 
who live in the city are, and at the 
same time you are aware that the 
small town folk are supposed to be 
innocent of any knowledge of affairs 
which we might label worldly-wise. 

Picture, then, the situation when 
Uncle Eben and Uncle Ezra came 
down from the farm to have a little 
talk at the village postoffice. The talk 
drifted along a number of lines, and 
then turned to the discussion of Alice, 
Unele Eben’s niece, who had drifted 
off sometime before to Hollywood, that 
supposed center of the world’s vices. 

“But,” said Uncle Ezra, “how do 
you think little Alice is getting along 
as a movie actress?” 

“Wal,” said Uncle Eben, “I don’t 
think she’s making such a hit. She’s 
still having her pictures taken with 
her clothes on!” 

—L. 8S. Hamilton. 


KNEW HIS QUEUE 


Director: “Good morning, Charlie! 
We came around to make a movie of 
your shop.” 

Chinese Laundryman: “Makee no 
movee! Me got leasee!” 

—Henry Baum. 


ENTERTAINMENT 


Albert: “Where have you been all 
evening ?” 

Henry: “Moving pictures.” 

Albert: “Went to the theatre, eh?” 

Henry: “No, my wife made me take 
them down in the parlor and hang 
them in the dining room.” 


Carew Aen OS 
ANDERS om - 


Movie Director: “So, bossy! So, 
bossy!” 


ON THE LOT 


“Attention, company,’ ~announced 
the director sharply. 

“We are doing the Comedy of 
Errors, written by a Mr. Shakespeare. 
Stick to his errors and don’t sprinkle 
in any of your own.” 


—Mrs. F. H. Schmerer. 
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OUT FOR THE MONEY 


“T’ll have to take my hat off to 
this movie producer. He knows his 
Shakespeare.” 

“But does he put Shakespeare on 
the screen ?” 

“Certainly not! 
business.” 


He also knows his 


—Arline Storrs. 


A LA MODE 
Disgusted patron leaving movie 
theatre: 
“Bah! A sia-reel picture and only 


one man killed! Why a person can 
see better than that any time on the 
street!” 


LITTLE AWFUL ANNIE 
A Revised Classic 
(With the Usual to Riley) 
By John Shaw 


Little Awful Annie came to our town to stay, 

To shock the village gossips and vamp our beaus away, 

An’ neck an’ pet an’ kiss the boys an’ toddle cheek to cheek, 
An’ roll her own—an’ use cologne—an’ kid the village sheik. 
An’ though her frisky stories were wicked things to hear, 
We all of us were not averse to lending her an ear 
A-listenin’ to the awful things that Annie told about— 

But the moralists said, “We'll get you— 


Ef you 
Don’t 
Watch 


Out! 


Annie thought the village laws were just a pack of jokes; 

Annie laughed at all their flaws and shocked the straight-laced folks. 
An’ the papers gave her write-ups that were horrible to see, 

Which gave our Awful Annie pages of publicity! 

One day her Pa started in to tan her lovely hide, 

When suddenly two Movie Men appeared there at her side— 

An’ they dragged her off to Hollywood with a Movie Magnate’s eluteh— 


An’ the moving pictures got her— 


But they 
Ain’t 
Got 


Much! 


Dusty is still hopefully waiting to see Gilda Gray’s famous shimmy in slow 


motion pictures! 


Of OA TG: O.-0. Des 


“You have broken your glasses? Don’t let that worry you, sir. Our Optical 
Department can fit you out with a glass eye that winks automatically! Second 


floor, rear.” 
+ 


BIFF! 


Matthews: “I think your baby gets 
his blue eyes from its mother.” 

Hughes: “Yes, and that’s where I 
got my black ones.” 


THE GOD OF LOVE 
By Don Lauro 


She said her beau must be quite tall 
With flowing locks, and eyes of 
black, 
For only such would Janet fall, 
All others could sit on a tack. 


He said his choice must be brunette, 
A slender maid, and, oh, so chic, 

For such a maid his heart was let, 
But others girls could beat it quick. 


No business can run itself! 


Howe’er their paths together led, 
She short and plump, he likewise 
that, 
With not a hair upon his head— 
And now they have a four room fiat. 


HALE OLD MAN 


Harry: “You say your grandfather 
reads without glasses?” 
Larry: “Usually. But he enjoys his 


b 
LENVOL reading more, though, after a few 


The god of love is exceedingly kind 
Before he shoots he makes ’em blind. 


glasses.” 
—P. H. P. 
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IN SUSPENSE! IF POPULAR SONGS WERE 
ILLUSTRATED 


Dr. Pearson: “Yes, madam, for the 
last three months you have been totally 
color-blind.” 

Mrs. Smythe: “Gracious, Doctor!! 
Would you mind stepping into the 
waiting room and looking at the man 
I’ve just married?” 

—A. EH. Heimweil. 


Teacher: 

‘Scimitar’ is the word, Mr. Present. 
Let’s go!” 
Izzy Present: 
“My optician he makes me stylish 
Wit’ lenses like merry-go-round rings, 
From tortoise shells they may be yet, 
But I can’t scimitar doggone things!” 

—Ione Taylor. 


HARDSHIP 


Lester: “What’s the matter with 
Medford?” 

Beth: “Eye strain. He fell in love ae 
with a chorus girl and couldn’t afford Anbadisen <= 
anything better than a gallery seat.” 

—B. U. “Brown Eyes Why Are You Blue?” 


The one-piece bathing suit the girls are wearing may have no hooks but they 
certainly don’t lack for eyes! 


THE ADVANTAGE OF A BATTING EYE 
By Dr. Walter E. Traprock 


Baseball is upon us and already we are hearing much of Babe Ruth, the 
mighty Sultan of Swat who rules over the Kingdom of Clout. We have a great 
bond between us, a batting eye, one each, in fact. The Bambino uses his on the 
diamond. I have used mine in the field of adventure where, on one occasion, it 
saved my life. 

I was sent to Honduras by the Benighted Fruit Company to investigate the 
banana shortage in ’23. I went into the vast banana forests back of Belize, 
the main port. The natives were friendly and I frequently wandered alone 
far from my base. But I had figured without the apes. 


THE FUN SHOP 165 


You can imagine my feelings when, on one of my solitary tours, I heard a 
chattering behind me, wheeled and saw that my way back was barred by a semi- 
circle of the creatures, about the size of a man and each armed with several 
cocoanuts. I saw their devilish idea in a flash. On the instant the herd-leader, 
a big bull-ape, wound up and let fly. I met the first cocoanut pitched squarely 
with the heavy bamboo cane I always carried. It was a line hit, through the 

‘box . .. I have always been able to place my hits where I wanted .. . and it 
struck the pitcher full on the forehead. He fell like a log. Six other nuts were 
thrown which I either fouled or drove into the mob, every drive being good for 
two or more apes. 

One foolhardy ape tried to sneak up on me but I kept my batting eye on 
the cocoanuts and my other eye on him and when I judged him to be within 
reach I purposely fanned a low one and knocked the intruder for a loop over a 
tall palm tree. The apes then broke and fled with squeals of terror. Do you 
wonder that when I read of Babe Ruth I think of what we have in common? 


GENEROUS LAD SMART MAN 


Aunt Martha: “I think it is so kind 
and thoughtful of Jimmy to take a 
blind girl out to a dance tonight.” 

His Mother: “A blind girl!” 

Aunt Martha: “Why, yes, I heard 
him say that he had a blind date for 
this evening.” 


PEGGY 


She looked at me so wistfully, 

I fell... and wondered why. 

Till someone said: “That’s Peggy, 

With the R. 8. V. P. eye.” 
—Minette Yorel. 


GO AHEAD 


Waiter: “Here’s the menu, ma’am. 
What do you wish?” 

Old Lady: “Dear me, I left my 
glasses at home.” 

Waiter: “We furnish _ glasses, 
ma’am, but you can drink out of the 
bottle if you want to.” 

—Amadee Loughan. 


Beggar: “Will you give a quarter to 
a blind man, beautiful lady?” 

Lady: “If you are blind, how do you 
know that I’m beautiful ?” 


Beggar: “To tell the truth, I’m not 
blind.” 


Lady: “Here’s a dollar.” 
—L. D. E. 


SEEIN’ THINGS! 


It’s queer how sight affects us! 
When herds of steers I see 
Upon the plains of Texas, 


Cai )s i) iG ane) 
On OF C On Opa 
They look THAT way to me! 
—Smoke Jack. 
AN EXPERT 


Nan: “They say love is blind.” 
Marvin: “That makes no difference. 
My wife has a good sense of ‘touch’ ” 


L) BAST ORE Re (GOO sins 


“Leather goods? Fifth floor, miss. We are offering a ‘special’ today: honey- 
moon trunks made of soul-leather. You’ll find everything there for the traveler.” 


BAGGAGE 


Salesman: “This over-night suitcase 
would be just the thing to take with 
you, madam.” 

Mrs. Fontaine: “Well, I’ll take 30 
of them. I’m going to stay a month.” 

—F. E. Ottomelli. 


“Sometimes,” said the Pullman 
porter, rather ruefully, as he looked 
at the mckel, “a mighty big snorer 
gives a mighty small tip.” 


THE MOUTHS OF BABES 


Bobby’s mother was heart-broken. 

“Something must be done about it. 
Bobby gets worse and worse. First it 
was slang. Now it is oaths—really 
offensive ones. And he’s only a 
baby—just four. Wherever does he 
learn such things?” 

Father didn’t know, but offered a 
_ solution. 

“Just say to him, dear, that unless 
he can speak decently he will have to 
pack his little suitcase and live some- 
where else. That will bring him to his 
senses.” 

Mother followed this advice. 

Some moments later the front-door 
bell rang. Mother went downstairs to 
answer it. Bobby, hatted, coated, his 
little suitcase in his hand, was open- 


ing the door to a charmingly gowned 
16 


lady. Her gentle, refined voice in- 
quired: 

“Does Mrs. live here?” the 
name being that of Bobby’s mother. 

Bobby’s reply in a rough voice 
almost galvanized mother. 

“Mrs. ? How the heck should 
I know? I don’t live in this d—n 
house any more.” 


—Pearl Evans. 


A SONG OF DEPARTURE 


Beat the drum and sound the tuba 
Dance the can-can, pat the juba 
Kiss me, kid, I’m off for Cuba, 

Me for the tropical sun. 


Blow the bugle, wave the banner, 
Ring the bell and shout hosannah, 
O you Cuba—Hey, Havana— 
Land of the mid-day bun! 
—Harry Mann. 


REASON ENOUGH 


Carroll: “Wherever you go in 
Europe you'll find American alarm 
clocks.” 

Banton: “And some people wonder 
why all Europe is sore at Americans!” 

—Elsie Wolff. 


The meaning of SOS on an excur- 


sion boat: SAVE OUR SEATS. 
6 


Porter: “Fer th’ love o’ Mike, young feller, how far up do you live?” 
Ex-Real Estate Agent: “Only a few minutes’ walk from the station.” 
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HOW ABSURD! 


It was at the afternoon tea at Mrs. 
Moore’s. Mrs. Smythe, who had but 
lately returned from a trip to Europe, 
was in the limelight. Questions about 
the gay night life in Paris and about 
the beauties of Venice and about this 
and that were shot at her right and 
left. 

Finally Mrs. Boyce, who had hardly 
spoken, said to the returned traveler, 
“Mrs. Smythe, did you see the Ber- 
mudas ?” 

The lady addressed looked at Mrs. 
Boyce rather haughtily. “Why, Mrs. 
Boyee, we came home on the same 
boat with them!” 

—Herman Gordon. 


Teacher: 

“Mr. Wurst will oblige with ‘frank- 
furter’ after he wipes the mustard 
from his dimpled but manly chin.” 
Wienie Wurst: 

“Mein son Francis has traveled far 


und vide, 

He vent as far as Egypt in der great 
big war, 

But ven he tried to light der stove mit 
coal oil 

It sent frankfurter than he’d effer been 
before!” 

—Jasper Roget. 
LOGIC 


Wide-awake Passenger on Railroad 
Train: “Say, mister, what town is this 
we're going through?” 

Sleepy Passenger: “Can’t you tell?” 

W. a. Passenger (after another 
look): “No, I can’t tell.” 

Sleepy Passenger: “Well then, 
what’s the difference?” 

—L. K. Robell. 


FUN HAS A PEACE PROGRAM 


OF ITS OWN! 


To fix the boundaries of earth 
Brings nations to the mat, 

There are no boundaries to mirth, 
Let’s all be glad of that! 


Three Fat Men: “Stop Shovin’!” 


HOW IT WAS 
Newman: traveled 
much ?” 

Bender: “Yeh. Last summer I took 
a trip down the Mississippi.” 
Newman: “Did you see the levees?” 
Bender: “Naw, they were away. 
We stopped with the Cohens.” 
—Mother R. 


“Have you 
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THE RACE TO NOME 
By Balto, the Hero Dog-Leader, 


TYPHUS IN NOME!!! The wires were red 
With news that filled the world with dread. 
TYPHUS! ... and not a vial there 

Of serum to aid the doctors’ care. 

SEND IT! But how? when Winter’s grasp 
Held Nome, walled off, in an icy clasp. 

They talked of ships—but the ice said “NO!” 
They talked of planes—but the jagged floe 
Looked up and grinned at the sullen sky, 

And they talked and talked as the days sped by. 
Then my master leaped to the shelter-shed, 
Opened the door, dragged out the sled, 

Yelled to us huskies, “UP, Boys, UP! 

For there’s work for every mother’s pup. 
MUSH! you Malamutes!” Off we sped 

With our precious cargo lashed to the sled, 

Over the ice, through snow and sleet 

That caked and froze on our padded feet 

Till they cracked and the slits filled up with dirt 
And, gosh, how the knife-edged snow-crust hurt! 
Lead dog, Me, and I hate to brag 

But I sure did have some cripples to drag. 

But I led ’em on, by the great horn spoon, 

And Nome looked good on the cold forenoon 
When we mushed our way through the cheering street 
And took the weight off our poor, tired feet. 


And I want to say just one thing sure: 
What I needed most was a manicure! 


A WORD FROM DR. TRAPROCK 


Our old friend Dr. Walter E. Traprock is just back from a trip through the 
Desert of Sahara. 

Jn a recent conversation the famous explorer said: “The most interesting 
discovery I made on the entire trip was that of a new—I should say—of a very 
old tribe of Nomads living south of the Ahaggar Plateau. 

“These people whom I have called the Bishtilli, or sand-blowers, lived 
entirely upon sand. It is the only article of their diet. They require no water 
whatsoever. Countless years in the desert have brought this strange thing about, 
This diet has naturally affected their appearance. 
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“Fair, complexion, eyes, even teeth are sandy, so that at a distance of a few 
feet a Bishtilli is invisible against the desert background. The sand-blowing 
habit is unique. Unlike the Carolina clay-eater, the Bishtilli does not digest the 
sand but retains it only after the nutritive elements have been absorbed, after 
which the sand is blown out in a perfect ring. 

“Their mouths are very large and elastic, and are perfectly adapted to blow- 
ing these rings for an immense distance and with great accuracy. 

“Withal they are a very friendly people and have a very dry sense of humor.” 

We would hazard the opinion that the Doc has also. 


“Gee, it’s getting so that a fellow has 
no privacy,’ grumbled Santa Claus 
as another Polar Expedition started 
north. 


RESORT NEWS FROM MOUN- 
TAIN AND SEASHORE 


Steady Exodus from City as Hot Dog 
Days Grip Town 


Mrs. Schultz and her daughter, Mitzi, 
are spending the summer at Hotel 
Ritzi. Mitzi’s father, Herman Frank, 
heads the country’s largest bank. 
Mitzi’s folks are very wealthy. Mitzi’s 
young, vivacious, healthy. They’ll re- 
main, as we recall, until the latter part 
of fall. (In other words, we pause to 
cough, they hope to marry Mitzi off.) 


* * * 


The Hotel Hokum’s latest guest says 
he came out for a rest. Seems to have 
all kinds of liquors. Struts around in 
costly knickers. Flirts with all the 
swellest queens. Has a yacht and lim- 
ousines. Leads in all the local frolics 
with his stock of alcoholics. (In other 
words, this lucky beggar is a million- 
aire bootlegger and nothing else would 
make him gladder than to climb the 
social ladder.) 

* * * 


The latest one to take a room at this 
place is Harold Bloom. Harold seeks 


his recreation on a short, two-week 
vacation. In the summer Harold 
splashes—in the winter haberdashes. 
Harold prates “about his work” but 
does not say he’s a junior clerk. He’s 
handsome, witty, slim and funny, but 
sadly lacks the ready money. (In 
other words, he hopes to snare the 
daughter of some millionaire.) 
—Gertrude Stout. 


Pee ey 


= 
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ALL ONE WAY 


He never traveled extensively 
And his knowledge of places was 
pretty slm— 
Oh, all he knew of geography 
Was that Edna was all the world to 
him. 
—Armin Schlosser. 


WHAT SHE THOUGHT HE WAS 


Mac: “My dear, I would go to the 
end of the world for you.” 
Louise: “Good Heavens! 
one of those explorers, too!” 
—Dore, the Globe Trotter. 


Are you 


MISTAKEN IDENTITY 


Three-year-old John was playing 
with his railroad train. 

His aunt, passing through the room, 
reached out her arm to catch him and 
give him a kiss. 

John protested. 

“Don’t kiss me, auntie. 
engineer !” 


I’m the 


—A. F. Mahan. 


T’VE GOT A MANIA FOR 
PENNSYLVANIA! 


Jealous of the advertising Alabama 
and Tennessee and Indiana and 
Arkansas and other states have re- 
ceived in songs, F’. C. E., a loyal son 
of Pennsylvania, submits the follow- 
ing proposed state song for that great 
commonwealth. It has been sung but 
once, and the singer went over big! 
In fact, he went over a 14-foot fence 
back of the theatre! 

In capital letters the author gives 
hints as to the proper way to plug the 
song: 


Oh, I’ve got a nawful mania 
For dear old Pennsylvania 
Where the twisted pretzel grows. 
(TWIST NECK TO INDICATE 
PRETZEL.) 


Where the shade is good and shady 
And in Pittsburgh every lady 
Is a mammy’s little coal black rose. 
(SING SOFTLY, FOR SOFT 
COAL EFFECT.) 


How I love to hear nuts falling 
From the shoe and chestnut trees; 
(HOLD OUT SHOE AND STICK 
OUT CHEST.) 


And the traffic cops a-calling 
For their dear Limburger cheese! 
(COME OUT STRONG ON 
THIS.) 


Oft I take my Sweetie Anna 
Down along the Susquehanna 
Where the noonday sunshine glows, 
(MAKE THIS HOT, FOR NOON- 
DAY SUNSHINE EFFECT) 


’Cause I’ve got a nawful mania 

For dear old Penn-syl-van-ia, (HOLD 
IT) 

Where the twisted pretzel groooooows! 


FOR OTHER REASONS 


Louise: “Helene has gone to some 
city in North or South Carolina, I 
don’t know which.” 

Margaret: “To Charleston?” 

Louise: “No, to visit some of her 
folks.” 

—Mrs. J. G. Keller. 
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ina sie CROSSING THE 
Jones: “Did you see any pretty EQUATOR 
scenery on your trip?” 
Johns: “Yes—and I’ve got her ad- 
dress.” 
—R. F. Gilman. 


Teacher: 

“Herman, do tell the class of your 
experience traveling around the world 
with the Kosher navy. You might add 
‘divorcee.’ ” 

Herm Ettic: 
“T’ve loined one t’ing in mein trevels 
From Maine to de Bay of Fundy— 
De better I’m feeling on Saturday 
night 
Divorce I'll feel all day Sunday.” 
—Otto Broun. 


JUST A MISSTEP 


LADY, BE GOOD! 


Rand: “How does your face happen 


to be so dreadfully crushed ?” An old lady sailed o’er the Pacific 
Bauer: “A railroad accident.” But said it made her quite frantic 
Rand: “A collision?” To find what to her notion 
Bauer: “No, a man stepped on it Should be a new ocean 
trying to get into an upper berth.” Looked exactly like the Atlantic! 
—E. C. Waner. —Smoke Jack. 


AN EXPERIENCE ON THE ENGLISH CHANNEL 
By Dr. Walter E. Traprock 


The recent swimming of the English Channel by Miss Ederle and others 
brings back to my mind an episode which now, for the first time, can be told. 
It happened during the early days of the war when England was trembling in 
the balance. 

As first secretary of our legation in London I was entrusted by Lloyd George 
with the delivery of a message so secret that instead of being transmitted even 
by code it was expressed by a jewel, to be exact, a diamond, one of the crown 
jewels. This meant, in so many words, that England would enter the war. If 
she had sent France a ruby it would have been equivalent to handing her the 
raspberry ! 
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I left Dover at midnight on a destroyer. It was a clear, beautiful night and 
all went well until we were about five miles from Calais. Then it occurred to 
me to have a peek at my treasure to make sure that it was still in its case. As I 
stood by the rail examining it, the First Officer, one of those big, hearty cheerful 
boobs, not seeing what I was doing, came up behind me and hit me a resounding 
thwack on the back. Perdition! The diamond popped overboard! 

On the instant I plunged after it. I remember how my cigar hissed as I 
struck the water. The destroyer swept on, and as it did so I screamed after 
it, “Get a vacuum cleaner!” The officer got the idea at once and on they sped 
to Calais. Meantime, I was treading water and keeping my eyes glued to two 
stars by which, thanks to my knowledge of navigation, I was able to keep my 
exact position, for if that were lost, all were lost! 

You can imagine how long the time seemed before the destroyer again ap- 
peared and the jolly tars manned the good old vacuum, which, on the second 
suck, brought up the lost pearl! 

A week later King George led me out behind the woodshed at Windsor and 
pinned that Order of the Royal Pineapple on me. “Walter,” he said, “call me 
George.” And I do so to this day! 


MISSES’ 


DEPARTMENT 


“Misses’ department? Second floor, front, miss. We carry all the latest 


flapper fooleries. 
bells on.” 


You are looking for some garters? We are there with 


TO A FLAPPER 


By Richard Le Gallienne 


Little flapper, let them scold, 
Say ill-natured things about you, 
Hint at fearful things untold,— 
Life were very dull without you. 


Though you drink of things unlawful, 
Though your morals may be awful, 
You’re amusing for a day, 
And help to pass the time away. 


Little flapper, when you're old, 

All your dancing days behind you, 
You can be as good as gold, 

There’ll be no one then to mind you. 


Little flapper, not for me, 

With grown-up advice to bore you, 
You’re no worse that I can see 

Than your mother was before you! 


THE PRIVILEGED SEX 


“My youngest daughter called me 
down something terrible the other 
day,’ complained Uncle Ike, “just be- 
cause I happened to trim my nails in 
public. And all the time she was 
tellin? me where I got off at, she was 
usiw her powder puff and her lipstick 
something scandalous right out on our 


front porch where the whole town 
could see her.” 


INDISPENSABLE 


Arthur (primly) : “I hope you don’t 
park with boys on dark roads?” 
Dorothy (hopefully): “Not unless 
I’m driven to it.” 
—W. A. Tanner. 


174 


THE FUN SHOP 


175 


ONE OF MANY 


“Don’t you remember me?” asked 
the white-haired old gentleman of the 
sweet young thing with bobbed hair. 
“T used to hold you on my lap.” 

“Youll have to find some better 
way of identifying yourself, Grand- 
pa,” replied the sweet young thing. 
“All of the boys do that.” 

—Ernestine Blaisdell. 


Some of the girls in the daring bath- 
ing suits are getting tanned by the 
sun when it should be done by their 
mothers. 


FLAPPERS AND PHILOSO- 
PHERS 


Two girls of high school age sat in 
front of me on the street car. I gath- 
ered from the conversation that one 
of them had been on a visit with a 
cousin who lived in a little country 
town. 

“What do you think of the coun- 
try?” one of the girls asked the other. 

“Tt’s awful dumb!” the other re- 
plied. “Why out there they play post- 
office in order to get to kiss each 
other !” 

—Claire Burke. 


WE MODERNS! 
Continuity by Joan Benda 


On Geraldine’s eighteenth birthday 
her fairy godmother came to her and 
said: 

“Gerry, you’re getting to be a big 
flapper now and I want to do some- 
thing handsome for you. I'll tell you 


what T’ll do. I’ll give you your choice 
of one of the three most important 
things in the world for young ladies to 
have—Beauty, Wisdom, and Wealth. 
You can have one of the three. Which 
will it be?” 

Gerry gave another pull at her 
monogrammed cigarette, blew a smoke 
ring, yawned slightly and replied: 

“I don’t want beauty. I can buy 
that down at the drug store in a jar. 
I’m wise enough to know that the boys 
don’t like flaps who are strong on this 
wisdom stuff, so that cuts out wisdom. 
And as for wealth, say you ought to 
see the sweet old daddy I’ve just about 
got hooked! He’s got enough jack to 
put your eye out. No, granny, I won’t 
take any one of the three. But, 
granny - 

“Yes, my child?” said the fairy god- 
mother coming closer and smiling on 
her godchild. “Yes, child, what is it?” 

“Well, granny, if you’ve got any 
new thrills up your sleeve trot ’em out 
and I'll look ’em over!” 


IS IT A NEW GAME, OR AN 
OLD ONE 


Oh, no, you must not kiss me! 
It really can’t be done! 
I am too young, my Ma says—BUT 
Let’s play I’m twenty-one! 
—Olhiver Green. 


A GOOD WAY 


Her Father: “I never want to see 
that young man of yours here again, 
you understand?” 

Marion: “Well, why don’t you try 
loaning him $10?” 

—Paul S. Powers. 
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A ROMANCE OF TODAY 
In Words of One Syllable 
By Charles G. Shaw 


Maude! 
Jack! 
Lunch? 
Sure. 
Now? 
Yes. 
Walk? 


Maude!!! 
Kiss. 
(Smack!) 


NOT GUILTY 


Grandmother (quite pointedly to 
Alice who is getting up at eleven 
o’clock): “When I was your age I 
used to watch the sun rise every 
morning.” 

Alice: “Why, grandma! I’ve never 
stayed out that late but twice!” 

—Olga Zuker. 


HE KNEW 


Dennis: “How was the vacuum- 
cleaner invented ?” 
Lawrence: “By watching a flapper 
suck a soda through a straw.” 
—Philip Bloom. 


The Spider's Web. 


A MAGNATE 


Louise: “What do you know about 
it, dearie? That half-baked sheik told 
me that he was an oil king.” 

Lois: “Tell him to quit his kidding. 
The only oil about him is that stuff on 
his hair.” 

—Mrs. Charles Wayman. 
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GENTLE HINT 


“Darling,” cooed the lover as he 
gazed at the flapper’s ears, “have you 
never had these pink shells pierced?” 

“No,” she sighed, “but they’ve often 
been bored.” 

—P. M. Fogg: 


A foreigner, seeing many of our 
newspapers, would get the idea that 
American girls always dressed in 
bathing suits. 


Teacher: 

“Mr. Ring looks a bit dejected for 
a newly engaged man. Perhaps it will 
make him feel better to unburden his 
mind with the aid of ‘asterisk’ and 
‘ashes.’ ” 

Welkin Ring: 

“They bob their hair, they roll their 
hose, 

They hate to cook or make a bed; 

A guy sure asterisk a lot 

When he asks a flapper-girl to wed! 


I wish my sweet would smoke no more 

And leave her complexion be as ’tis, 

But since she is too cute, I guess 

T’ll have to take her just ashes!” 
—Elsie Riggs. 


Girls who make pledges for 1926, 
may be referred to as the Daughters 
of the American Resolution. 


A PREPOSITIONAL PROPOSI- 
TION 


It was at a ball that Charlie and 
George were discussing a certain frivo- 
lous debutante. 


“T can’t see a thing in that girl,” 
remarked Charlie. 

“Well, I don’t know how much may 
be IN her,” responded George, “but 
there surely isn’t much ON her to- 
night.” 

—Adele Keating. 
A DIFFERENCE 

The old-fashioned girl used to 

“dress to kill.” 


The flapper of today dresses to 
“make a killing”! 


EAGER STUDENT 


Muriel: “Why is Ralph studying 
surgery? To be a doctor?” 

Flora: “No, he wants to become an 
expert at ‘cutting in’ at dances.” 


There are about a million girls in 
America,—roughly speaking. 


DEFINITION OF A FLAPPER 


A flapper is a girl who powders her 
nose, bobs her hair, and says to her- 
self: “Clothes, I am going downtown. 
If you want to come along, hang on!” 

—Patricia Reilly. 
RAH! RAH! RAH! 

Richard: “Marjorie, I want you to 
meet my uncle—a southern gentleman 
of the old school.” 

Marjorie: “Fine! Let’s hear him 
give us one of his school yells.” 

—V. L. Hintzen. 


When they’re six they like rolled 
oats and when they’re sixteen wild 
oats! 


INFORMA TION, DES 


“How’s that, madam? Can the static in your radio be cured by a statistician? 
Well, really, I must refer you to our Information Bureau. They can answer any 
question there, no matter how foolish.” 


+ 
A COOL REPLY INTERRUPTED READING 
Gayson (over telephone): “’Lo, Mavis: “How did Simpson meet his 
sweetie. I wonder if your looks are death?” 
as pleasant as your voice?” Mann: “A man behind him in the 


Central: “You have the wrong num-_ street-car shot him for turning the 
ber—I’ll connect you with Informa- page of his newspaper too quickly.” 
tion.” 

—B. A. K. 


ARE YOU IN A POSITION TO ANSWER? 


Who has the greatest chance of success in life; the fellow who keeps his nose 
to the grindstone or the fellow who keeps his ear to the ground?” 


HER CHOICE INFORMATION DESIRED 
Clerk: “Yes, Miss. You'll find that If you should shoo two chickens 
most women like this lip-stick.” And chase ’em off your lot, 
Girl: “You couldn’t—ah—tell me Ain’t that a pair of shoos, sir? 
which kind the men like, could you?” I esk you, is it not? 
—Judith. —C. Morton. — mt 
Why do they call Jealousy the 
(4 ” Y 
green-eyed monster,” when it makes 
touch ace “red? THE REAL MYSTERY 
DIFFERENT Wallis: “I can tell you how to live 


on a dollar a day.” 
Jane: “Has Beth got a millionaire?” Pyre: “Tell me how to get the 
Jean: “No; only a million airs.” dollar.” 


—Alice E. Best. 1 —dJack G. Seligman. 
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ISN’T IT A FACT THAT— 


Applesauce usually turns out to be 
poor prune juice! 


Gilbert Hunt: 
the verse about: 
“The hand that rocks the cradle rocks 

the world ?’’ 


Dear Bert: With pleasure we palm 
this one off on you: 
The hand that rocks the cradle 
Ruled the world in days by-gone; 
But the fist that handles the check book 
Is the hand we’re betting on. 


+ * 


Can you hand over 


William Relley: Is there a selection 
containing the line: 
“Tall oaks from little acorns grow?” 


Dear Bill: There is. And here she 
is ready to sprout. 
Tall oaks from little acorns grow, 
But, strange to say, experience teaches 
That stale old chestnuts grow into 
Interminable after-dinner speeches. 


+ *£ * 


A. B. Sprowl: Can you supply me 
with that delightful bit from Alice in 
Wonderland beginning: 

“You are old, Father William... .” 


Dear Abie: You bet. Here’s the bit. 
Hard to beat, too. 
“You are old, Father William,” the 
young man said, 
“But don’t you be sensitive, Bill; 


- You’re younger, at that, than most of 


the jokes 
They’re using in vaudeville.” 
* % * 


J.K. Leary: My sister-in-law’s third 
cousin wants to find a gloomy gem, 
which starts out about all things van- 
ishing and passing? 


Dear Jake: Why not? 


All things vanish; all things pass; 
There’s naught from cradle to the 
grave 
That can endure, not e’en, alas; 
One’s permanent wave! 
* * * 


G. Sparrow: I could be much hap- 
pier if you’d let me have that poem 
beginning : 

“Happy the man aud happy he 
alone—” 

Dear Brother Sparrow: The blue 
bird for yours. Namely, the verse 
below: 

Happy the man and he alone 

On whom the kindly gods bestow 
A model wife who all through life 

Has never said, “I told you so!” 


TS ae 


Henrietta Slocum—Didr’t Hugene 
Field write the poem beginning: 
“There, little girl, don’t ery” 
and what is the rest of it? 


Dear Etta: We are under the im- 
pression that Laura Jean Libby was 
responsible for a thing hke this: 
There, little girl, don’t ery, my dear. 

Long curls may merit much rage 
But a boyish bob ain’t proper, my 

dear, 

?Til you’ve reached your grand- 

mother’s age. 
* * * 


Georgette Lette: 
the poem entitled: 
“Honesty is the Best Policy.” 


Dear Georgette: Honest Injun, this 
one is much better. It’s called, “Theo- 
retically, Honesty is the Best Policy.” 
Upon her clear face, honesty 
Beams fearless, frank avowals, 

But in her bathroom, you should see 
The stack of Pullman towels! 


** %e# * 


Can you give me 
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Jennie Speare: Can you remember 
the rest of the poem starting: 
The saddest words of tongue or pen. 


Dear Jen: Our memory is in good. 
For instance: 
The saddest words of tongue or pen 

(Inspired of dismay and fear) 
Will ever be, have always been; 

“Youre getting stouter, ain’t you, 

dear ?” 
* * * 

James Low: There is a poem written 

by a sailor about 
“Break, wild waves” 

or something like that. Do you know 
what I mean? 


Dear Jim: The only poem we know 
was written not by a gob, but by a 
guy who had just paid his income tax. 
It breaks as follows: 

Break, break, thou angry seas; 

From Alaska’s shores to Siam; 

But however hard you break, ah, me; 

You won’t be as broke as I am. 

* * * 

T. Simms: Can someone give me 
that selection containing: 

“When the sands of the desert grow 
cold—” 

Dear Brother Simms: Some sheik 
has come across with this cold comfort 
for you: 


When the sands of the desert grow 
cold, and when 
A sailor’s always sober, 
I shall then have hopes of getting that 
ten 
You borrowed last October. 
* * * 
Myrtle Broom: Can some one give 
me the rest of the poem beginning: 
I am dying, Egypt, dying. 
Dear Myrt: This is the best we 
ean do: 


I am dyeing, Egypt, dyeing, 

Using henna, for I’m told 
That’s the stuff for unifying 

Those silver threads among the gold. 

& * * 

Elizabeth T.: Can you tell me the 

finish to the line— 
Call me early, Father darling. 


Dear Lizzie: It’s mother’s finish, not 
father’s, which you are seeking. Thus: 
Call me early, Mother darling! 

Such a sale! I can’t be late! 
Fifteen-dollar Paris models 

Cut to fourteen ninety-eight. 

* * * 

George Beele: There’s a verse about 
“little drops of water and little drops 
of sand” running through my head. 
Do you know what it is? 


Dear George: It sounds like soften- 
ing of the brain but here’s the verse: 
Little drops of water, little grains of 
sand, 

Make the mighty ocean and the ditto 
land; 

But why these drops of water and 
little grains of sand 

Are always served with spinach I 
cannot say offhand. 


NATURAL QUERY 


Mrs. Guyler: “My daughter is work- 
ing for Mr. Hamilton.” 

Mrs. Blake: “I wonder if she will 
land him.” —Robert L. Judell. 


An optimist is a man who thinks he 
is as smart as those who want to bor- 
row money from him tell him he is! 


STEPPING OUT 


Geraldine: “Jack knows all the lat- 
est steps, doesn’t he?” 
Mae: “Yes, he’s my step daddy.” 
—Gertrude Frawley. 
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DEFINED 


Gerald: “What’s a ‘country club,’ 
Pa?” 
His Father: “Knickers, neckers, and 
knockers.” 
—Hamilton S. Laurence. 


GOSSIP 


She gladly joined the mother’s club— 
As did a lot of others. 
She knew nothing about babies— 
But lots about their mothers! 

—Lyle Heintz. 


If a farmer sells his geese, and gives 
the money to his wife, could it be said 
that he had presented her with some 
goose berries? 


Tt’s called Commencement because 
it’s then that the fathers of the grad- 
uates commence to worry! 


NOT QUITE 


No, Stanley, “flap-jack” isn’t an- 
other name for a flapper’s spending 
money! 


AN OLD-TIMER 


Police Magistrate: “Caught beating 
your wife, eh? What kind of a man 
are you, anyway?” 

Prisoner: “Kinda old _ fashioned, 
Judge, kinda old fashioned.” 

—William D. Statlander. 


A natural question: Did the bag- 
pipes drive the Scotch to drink, or are 
the pipes a natural expression of the 
emotions aroused by Scotch whiskey? 


MODERN FARMING 


Sweet Young Thing: “Why are you 
running that steam roller thing over 
that field?” 

Farmer: “I’m going to raise mashed 
potatoes this year.” 

—Sunny. 


A Sheik is a man who doesn’t have 
to have a cough to attract a woman’s 
attention! 


! 


dO EN De Moore Ee ea ae ees, 


“I’m very sorry, sir, I can’t understand a word you say. Just a moment. I 
will send for our interpreter. He speaks everything from gum-arabic to dotted- 


swiss.” 


MUSICAL EVENT OF THE YEAR 
By C. L. Edson 


The Rotary Club of Mendota, Dakota, 
Instructed Joe Latta to stage a can- 


tata. 

The “Roto,” by vote o’ the members, 
gave Latta 

The motto: “Mendota Can Float a 
Cantata!” 


Knock the “can’t” from cantata, Joe 
Latta, old boy; 

Let the singers be “bingers.” We'll 
yell “Attaboy !” 


Soon Rita Bonita and Toto Papeeta, 

Two singers from Spain took a boat 
to Mendota 

For Latta’s cantata. But, lo, a ven- 
detta 

Broke out between Toto and Rita 
Bonita. 

“I hope she gets bit by a poison 
mosquito,” 

Said Toto Papeeta. . 
potato 

With arsenic poisoning, put there by 
Rita! 


.. Then ate a 


Old Doe Otto Gato was called from 
Mankato; 

He said, “If po’ Toto survives the 
potafo— 
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And Rita Bonita forgets the vendetta, 

Joe Latta can go right ahead, 

And give the cantata,” he said, 

“Attaboy, Latta boy; you’re the ean- 
tata boy, 

Put ’em on—livin’ or dead!” 


“Kacuse me, Jerry—I hope I didn’t 
make you bite your tongue!” 
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THE DESERTER 


Fred Dent, a traveling gent, 
Sailed on the Steamer President 
From the Occident to the Orient. 


Then Trixie Dent wrote Fred Dent 
To send her money to pay the rent. 


But it wasn’t any accident 
That the foxy Dent 

In a taxi went 

To sail away on the President 
From Trixie Dent 

To the Occident. 


What a bad gent 
Was Fred Dent! 
For Fred sent 
(For the said rent) 
Not a red cent. 
—Arlie Pratel. 


ACKER SAVED HIS SHOW 
By Roy Mathews 


Jack R. Acker was the backer 

Of a music show; 

Kiki Becker was his start, 

But couldn’t make it go! 

Backer Acker pawned his ticker, 

Pawned his overcoat and slicker, 

Pushed his whole wad through the 
wicker 

To his “Uncle Joe.” 


With a new star, Fifi Fraker, 
Jack R. Acker made a dicker; 
He let Kiki Becker flicker. 
Fraker was better looker, 
Sweeter singer, better talker— 
Yes, she was a higher kicker, 
Than that squawker Kiki Becker. 


Fraker, as a full-house packer, 

Filled the till with many a smacker, 

And enriched her backer, Acker, 

Yes, Miss Fraker was the maker 

Of Jack Acker. He’s all Jake, or 

I’m a faker. That show backer Jack 
R, Acker 


Is some picker! I should snicker. 


BETWEEN FRIENDS 


Terry Hite and Harry Tate 

Lived in Indianny state, 

Teaching school in Terry Haat, 

Yes, Harry Taught, and Terry taught. 
One merry night in Terry Haut 
Where Terry Hite and Harry taught 
Both Harry Tate and Terry Hite 
Got very, very, very tight. 


When Harry hit at Terry Hite, 

And Terry bit at Harry, (tight) 

The two tight pals began to fight. 
But Tate was too tight to hit Hite; 
And Hite too light for Harry. 

So Terry fought in Terry Haut, 
Till Harry had him weary. 

Then Tate’s great weight, with his 


right mit, 
Hit Hite the way the Hittites hit! 
BIM! “Tag! You’re it!” 
—Lee Greene. 


HIS LETTER OF RECOMMEN- 
DATION 


Bill Buell sold gruel and fuel in 
Lowell, 
That is, he sold wood, coal, and meal 
—and all fuel. 
Jill Elwell, a widow in Lowell told 
Buell, 
“My idle son Joel is needing a job; 
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It’s true, Mr. that Joel’s no 
jewel. 

Although it sounds eruel—he’s simply 
a slob.” 

Bill Buell was courting this Jill Stil- 
well Elwell; 

His clerk Lew L. Newel, said: 
can tell well 

That Jill is a home-making soul that 
would ‘jell well.’ ” 


Buell, 


“Buell 


“Well, how about Joel, can he shovel 
fuel? 
Tell what can he do well?” 
Buell, “if you will.” 
“He can raise —1 well,” said Jill Stil- 
well Elwell. 
—Jeanette Borrow. 


asked 


SELLING THE GOODS 


Lucile La Salle, from Illinois, 
Was dubbed “Salesman Sally.” 
Why, she could sell suspenders to 
The painted Russian Ballet. 


In selling goods, afar or near 
As drummer, or as auctioneer, 
She sold the “staple” and the “queer.” 


Lucile La Salle could go and sell 
A field for playing polo, 

A maul, a stile, a mill, a still, 
A song or cello solo. 


She held a “sale of seal” and sold 
Dyed rabbit to a fool who 

Had got a chill on Benzol Hill, Brazil 
Perusing Zola. 


? 


Oh, Lu La Salle, the gay gazelle, 
I'll say she is a lulu, 
She sold a bale o’ tallow 
In Manila to a Zulu. 
—S. G. Murphy. 


MADE OF FINER CLAY 


Susie Hess Orr, known as Sis Orr, 
Told Assessor S. R. Messer, 

Of her Charles-the-second saucer. 

Sis Orr was the “proud possessor” 
Of this saucer, Heaven bless her. 


S. R. Messer was no guesser, 

And no porcelain professor; 

How could he assess her saucer? 

So, when R. R., the assessor, 

Tried to “sass” her ’bout her saucer, 

Sis Orr said to R. R.: “Cease, or 

I will yell for the police, Sir!” 

Then when Messer tried to kiss her, 

Yes, sir, Sis Orr broke the saucer 

On Assessor Messer’s jaw, sir! 
—Julian Baker. 


ESAU BOK AND THE SAW BUCK 


Esau Bok was told by Roebuck 
(Who had some wood and a saw 
buck) 
If Bok would hit the saw buck, 
He’d pay him with some zwieback, 
For his “back work” sawing wood— 
To saw what wood he could; 
So Bok, to get the zwieback, 
Told Rochack that he would. 


E. Bok then bucked the saw buck, 
To do a buck saw trick, 
And the Roebuck saw dels back- 
kick 
Hit Bok an awful lick. 
But E. Bok bucked that saw buck 
Till Bok came out a winner 
And Roebuck said to E. Bok: 
“Here’s zwieback for your dinner.” 
—Peter Feasel. 


IMPORTED GOODS 


“Tmported goods? Third floor, Madam. We are selling some very fine 
spaghetti this week at four cents a yard.” 


+ 
TONY THE BOOTBLACK 
On His Love Affair 


Lotsa time ago I make-a love to ma Mariouche when sheesa da litla gal. 
Her face eetsa full good looks. Her brown eye eetsa jus like-a da beeg potat. 
Sheesa too gotta da bob inna her hair anna her neck eetsa look like-a da fine ripe 
banan. 

When I see-a her eetsa righta way love at firsta, seconda, thirda, fourta 
sight. Ma heart he feelsa hot like-a da water bag an alla da time go-a pickle- 
a-pat. Ma Mariouche she feelsa da same an sheesa wantsa hang on ma neck 
like-a eetsa da rocky refuse. 

One-a day deesa litla gal sheesa tal her papa da heart eetsa alla da time feelsa 
fulla da love fora da Tony, datsa me, an talla heem dat sheesa gunna gets marry 
to me. Dat makesa papa mad lik-a da March herring an he say daresa gonna be 
a funral eef he ever laysa heesa feet on me. Dat makesa Mariouche mucha 
scared cause she knowsa papa wearso da beeg foot. One keek an eetsa good-bye 
Tony. So sheesa queek talla me and eries likea da babby. I say whatsa mat 


you ery; he no keek me yet. 


Datsa fine teeng deesa love. Mariouche sheesa alla da time wantsa look into 


ma eyes likea dares someteeng dare. 
hands weed me all night. 


She wantsa sit inna da park an shakea 
When dares nobody heesa lookin ma Mariouche she 


wantsa da kees. Datsa da beezness for me. Sucha kees. I keesa her justa likea 


ma frand Menjou, da movie pitch. 


Teetcher: 
“Tony, see how you get along with 
the werd ‘Hebraic.’ ” 
Tony Manners: 
“Meester Plasco nex’ door he make 
wine out of grapes 
And he dreenk teel he dreenk heem- 
self souse, 
Den Hebraic da dishes, Hebraic da 
chairs, 
And Hebraic da whole dam house.” 
—Vera Goutesman. 


Teacher: 

“We will now hear from that little 
boy sitting over there, and he will use 
the word ‘liquidate.’ Talk out loud, 
Michael.” 

Mike Canary: 
“A Greek and an Irishman met! 

The Irishman was angry, I guess, 
For he said, ‘Anny twelve of you 

Greeks 
Oi kin liquidate Oirish—or less!’ ” 
—A. D. Morrow. 
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POOR FRENCH 


“And Alice learned to 
IT can’t 


Marion: 
speak French in two weeks! 
understand it!” 

Janet: “And I'll bet the French 
people can’t understand it, either.” 

—Mrs. H. O. Hartley. 


HE HAD HEARD OF IT 


A Swedish visitor to this country 
and his friend visited the Zoological 
Gardens of a neighboring city. 

When they reached the pen of a 
Yak, the friend turned to the visitor 
and asked: 

“Did you ever hear of a Yak be- 
fore?” 

“Oh, yas, Ay bane hear. By leetle 
fallow he read ferry tale ’bout Yak 
the Yiant Killer an’ Yak an’ the Bean 
Stalk.” 

—Mrs. Victor Bandell. 


LINES TO A SPANISH CAVALIER 


By Dena Reed 


I like your dash, I like your pep, 
My Spanish Man, and when we step 
The tango, ah, I sigh with bliss; 
And ecstasy is in your kiss. 


I’d needs look far, were I to seek 
Another love with your technique! 
But now, Senor, you'll have to go. 
A lover, yes—a husband, NO! 


You throw the bull too gracefully; 

You’re much too good at it for me. 

A toreador I wouldn’t mind, 

But the bull you throw is NOT that 
kind! 


Adios! 


HEBREW PROVERB 
Nothing succeeds like failure. 


ZULEIKA, MY TURKISH DELIGHT 
By Dr. George A. Baldpate 


Yesterday my nephew, Orville, gave me a nougat to chew on. Dear me, how 
it brought back the past, nougat, Turkey. Bey-Bey (my host in Constantinople) 
and Zuleika, the dancing girl, pride of his Harem. . . . Oh, my darling, I see 
you now, with your smiling almond-eyes and your twisting torso... . 

I was young when we met, young, eager, and adventurous. I had won Bey- 
Bey’s gratitude by selling him a vacuum-cleaner which he used to keep his 
harem and swimming pool free from flies; he used to suck them out of the air. 
And believe me, there were no flies on Zuleika. I loved her madly and her eyes 
did not say me nay. But Bey-Bey watched us constantly. The best we could do 
was to snatch a few kisses while under water in the pool with Bey-Bey floating 
majestically above us. 

One night we fled in a caique. When far out from shore my sweet gazelle 
rose in the stern sheets and began one of those wabbly dances which she knew 
I loved. 

“Darling,” I cried, “sit down; you’re rocking the boat.” 
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She would not obey me. More and more passionately she danced until, with 
one final convulsion of her lithe body, she tipped over the caique and we were 


in the water, 


I left her clinging to the gunwale while I swam four miles into 


‘West Constantinople for aid. “Hold on,” I cried cheeringly as I left her. Alas, 


again she did not obey me. 


When I returned on the afternoon of the following day the caique was there 


but no Zuleika. She had let go. 


She was a lovely girl, but headstrong, I fear. 


All this came back to me yesterday as I chewed my nougat. 


Teacher: 

“T must ask Mr. D’Osash to quit 
fidgeting. Fidgets are contagious— 
hence the expression to give a person 
the fidgets. Try to fix your thoughts 
on ‘task’ and ‘hyphen’ Mr. D’Osash, 
for the sake of the folks home in 
England.” 

Win D’Osash: 

“Hi’m sorry Hi’m squirming round 
like a fish, 

And though Hi know it makes you 
nervous, 

Hi beg of you please not task me to 
stop 

For hyphen itch that demands constant 
service!” 


Teetcher: 

“Sophie, put away that Germin book 
immeditly.” 
Sophie Pillow: 

“Je vous demande pardon, made- 
moiselle.” 
Teetcher: 

“Bon. 
deux mots—‘sneeze’ et ‘knees. 
Sophie Pillow: 

“Gretchen Heins she cuts der skirts 
still shorter— 

It vas calfs she used to show und now 
it sneeze! 

Und I must say I’m all mixed up 

abowt it, 

For bein mein sisters child makes her 

my knees.” 


Maintenant donnez-nous les 
999 


—Rosalie Groder. 


When the Scotchman lost a ball at 
a Florida water hazard! 


Teacher: 

“Now, Moses, before you take your 
seat you will satisfactorily use the 
word ‘unsatisfactory.’ ” 

Mose Lawns: 

“Abie’s clothing business 

Wasn’t all he could desire, 

So he took out some insurance 

Unsatisfactory on fire.” 

—Joseph Louis Hoey. 
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SOUND ADVICE 


A teacher who is a very good friend 
of mine told me that recently she 
found a little Italian girl in her class 
who was very dull in Grammar. 

So my friend finally sent for Rosie’s 
mother and the following conversation 
took place: 

“My gell a badda gell?” 

“No, Rosie is not a bad girl; she is 
a very good girl, but she cannot learn 
Grammar.” 

“T no want my gell learna de gram. 
She learna de gram, she getta no man. 
I no learna gram, I getta man. You 
learna gram, you getta no man.” 

—Mrs. I. F. Layton. 


ONE FOR THE BOOK 


During the Jewish holidays of Rosh 
A-Shonnah and Yom Kippur, my class 
of “English to Foreigners” asked me 
to explain the difference between 
“fast” and “abstain.” 

I told them “fast” meant to “do 
without,” and “abstain” to “deprive 
one’s self of some food.” 

I noted Sam’s stare, and asked him 
if he understood. 

“Oh, yes, Miss May, I have a friend 
‘Epstein.’ ” 

—Daisy May. 


MY RUSSIAN VALENTINE 


By Dr. Walter E. Traprock, F. R. 8. S. EL. U. 


The return of St. Valentine’s Day recalls an affair of the heart which trans- 
pired during my youthful days in Russia, the old Czarist Russia with all its 


glitter and intrigue. 


As agent for a British oil syndicate, I mixed with the most brilliant society. 


At a court ball I fell madly in love with the Grand Duchesse Sophie, wife of 
Grand Duke Borax. The next day was St. Valentine’s Day! 
A royal skating party had been planned. We met on the palace pond. Ah, 


how beautiful she looked, gliding over the ice in her ermine knickers and © | 


jewelled tiara! But how could I declare my love with spies on every side? An 
idea seized me. 

I was a skillful skater. Under the guise of executing a “grape vine” I wrote 
“T love yow” with my skates on the black surface. The Duchesse caught on in- 
stantly. Following me she wrote in a somewhat cramped hand... or should 
I say, foot? . . . the words, “Me too.” During the morning, by means of this 
skate-writing, we planned an elopement. 

That night I waited on the opposite bank of the frozen Neva. At midnight 
I was to sound a signal blast on my samovar. Alas, that blast was never 
blown. A warm rain and moderating weather thawed the ice: our chance was 
gone. The Duchesse was found, weeping into the frustrating current. 
plan became known and I made my escape down the back-steppes of Russia, 
into Turkey. 

It was there, as a guest of the Sultan, that I met Zilli, the beautiful Cir- 
cassian . .. but of that, another time... . 


Our — 
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ay’s work shining, 


“What recreation do you take after a hard d 


Tony?” 


“I play-a da accordian.” 
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Teetcher: 

“Pearl, I wont allow you in school 
with a derty hankerchief! Before I 
send you home, tell us something about 
‘Confucius.’ ” 

Pearl E. Teeth: 

“Wen a lawndryman rites out a check 
for the wash, 

Remarked a young fello named Lucius, 

‘The reeson he rites in Chinese is, 
bgosh, 

He’s doing his best to Confucius.’ ” 

—Miriam Doernman. 


RIGHTO! 


Some students go to school, you know, 
To study French or Greek, 
While others go to billiard rooms 
For “English,”—so to speak. 
—Joseph Gold. 


Teetcher: 

“A sentence with the werd loiter, 
please, Wilyum.” 
Willie Knott: 
“Our cook Bridget is grate big tall 
Wile her best bo looks like a midgit, 
‘Well, see you in churtch,’ he says wen 

he goes. 
‘So long, see ye loiter,’ sayes Bridget.” 
—Jules Buxbaum. 


SHE COULD 


Mrs. Hamilton: “Can you cook en 
casserole ?” 

Peg (new cook): “Shure, oi kin 
cook in a night-gown if necessary, 
mum.” 

—N. L. Draeger. 


Strongheart (the Pup): “GOSH! 
What thieves won’t do in broad day- 
light, and with a cop lookin’ on, too!” 


Teetcher: 


“Before Axel leeds the class in to- 


‘days Sweedish movements, I wunt him 


to tell us how he is getting along with 
his saxafone lessins, using the werd 
‘platoon.’ ” 
Axel Greece: 
“Ay bane mad with dat ole saxfone, 
Ay gonna quit trying soon— 
Though he blow all kind of noises 
Ay cant make him platoon.” 

—Mary Dogherty. 


B RID AL 


“You wish to select a wedding present? Look in the Gallery, sir. 
They are price-marked $50, but only cost five.” 


will find many suitable objects. 


A NEW PAPA SAYS— 


That a bride’s veil will make a 
dandy mosquito netting for Junior’s 
crib. 


THE BRIDEGROOM SPEAKS! 
By M. B. Dains 


When a guy is goin’ to marry 
Never does he have to tarry 
To collect a lot of things and get a 
chest to have ’em stored 
On the matrimonial ship 
To be comfy on the trip— 
Nope! They’re in HER Hope Chest 
ready, waitin’ to be hauled 
aboard. 


Years ago her folks all told her 
She’d embark when she got older, 
And began, when she was thirteen, to 
collect and help her pack. 

They don’t do that way with boys 
When they lay aside their toys: 
Boys don’t even get a common ordi- 

nary gunny sack! 


Here am I all booked to sail 
Week from Monday without fail; 
Not a rag of outfit have I got to stow 

aboard the craft; 
But HER Hope Chest overflows— 
Sister’s seen it and she knows! 
When she told me all about it you can 
bet I laughed and laughed! 


GeO Ou Eas 
You 


What with mamma, and 
cousins 
And her girl friends by the dozens, 
I have but to take a shirt and tie and 
collar, it appears; 
For she’s had all kinds of “show- 
ers,” 
"Nuff to float this boat of ours, 
And the dry goods that she has will 
keep us cruisin’ forty years! 


aunts, 


reas 


Cary 
ANDERSON —— 


The bride’s little brother gave his 
friends a treat while the principals 
were busy! 
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EXPERIENCE 


The groom had not used proper care 
in the selection of the ring. 

At the erucial point in the marriage 
ceremony he struggled perspiringly to 
place it on the bride’s finger. 

The preacher tried it—and failed. 

Titters broke out in the audience, 
and the bride’s face was carrot red. 

In a loud whisper, audible in every 
part of the church, old Mrs. Trumble 
called to her embarrassed daughter: 

“Millie, ye fool—suck yer finger!” 

—Milan O. Myers. 


When the honeymoon is over, many 
a man who has asked for a girl’s hand 
finds himself under her thumb. 


A DIFFERENT ROAD 


That they were deeply in love with 
each other there could be no doubt. 
Meaning glances were exchanged by 
the other passengers as the young 
couple boarded the train. The girl’s 
neat, brown traveling suit still revealed 
traces of rice, while her young male 
companion was surreptitiously brush- 
ing off a few vagrant grains. In a 
word, they were starting their honey- 
moon and the rest of the world simply 
did not exist. 

When the conductor came to punch 
their tickets he had to tap the young 
husband on the shoulder several times. 
In blushing confusion the youth 
handed over his marriage certificate in 
place of the tickets. 

“Sorry,” smiled the conductor, shak- 
ing his gray head, “that may be good 
for a long journey—but not on this 
road.” 

—W. W. Waymack. 


THE EXPLANATION 


Mrs. Newlywed: “Jack, dear—I’ve 
noticed that your kisses are getting 
colder.” 

Newlywed: 


“Nonsense, darling. 


You’ve simply been getting your cos- 
metics on a bit thicker.” 
—NMother R. 


Brain storm of young bride plan- 
ning her first dinner for ten people. 


BRIGHT SAYINGS OF PARENTS 


“So that’s her husband! Why, he 
looks old enough to be her father.” 
“Yes, he grew old keeping her 
young.” 
—Catherine Slocum. 
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A YOUNG WIFE’S FIRST CHERRY PIE IS MORE TO BE PITTED THAN CENSURED. 


THE FIRST YEAR IS THE 
HARDEST 


Bride: “George, dearest, when we 
reach our destination let us try to 
avoid giving the impression that we 
are newlyweds.” 

George: “All right, darling, you can 
earry this suitcase.” 

—WMildred Black. 


THE CULINARY ART 


“IT haven’t had as much experience 
as your mother—I know,’ said the 
new bride, “but in say a year or two 
I'll be able to use a can opener just 
as cleverly as she does.” 


CONFESSIONS OF A BRIDE 


It was the Freshlywed’s first Christ- 
mas, and Honey was giving Precious 
her presents. 

“And this, sweetheart,” he exclaimed, 
“is a waffle iron. Now we can have 
some waf—” 

“But, honeybunch!” interrupted his 
better half, “I don’t think I’ve ever 
ironed any waffles.” 
f —Jack H. Smith. 


An optimist is a man who thinks the 
world owes him a living and gets mar- 
ried on it. 


UNTIL TOO LATE 


Mrs. Nagg: “You deceived me be- 
fore I married you. You told me you 
were well off.” 

Nagg (angry at last): “So I was— 
but I didn’t know it.” 


THE FLATTERER 


Mrs. Newbride: “A policeman paid 
me the nicest compliment today, 
George.” 

Her Husband: “How was that?” 

Mrs. Newbride: “He arrested me for 
not being old enough to drive a car.” 

—Genevieve Meaken. 


THE BRICKLAYER ADDS 
AN ORNAMENTAL TOUCH 

WITH HIS YOUNG WiFE’S 
BISCUITS. 


HE WANTS TO KNOW 


“What is this?” 

“Our new neighbor, the bride next 
door, sent over a cake.” 

“For what?” 

“Why, I suppose she wishes to ce- 
ment pleasant relations.” 

“Is this a sample of the cement?” 
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OLD STUFF 


Connell: “As you're getting home so 
late why don’t you invent an excuse 
to tell your wife?” 

Henpeck: “No use. Whatever I 
tell her she says that her first husband 
had a patent on it.” 

—Ruth Mayer. 


ATA PRETTY | DISCOVERS HIS WIFE 
GIRL AND- | RUBBERING AT HM 


DO YOU KNOW ANY NEWLY- 
WEDS? 


Young Mrs. King, a newlywed, had 
just finished making her first cake, 
which had raisins in it. Quite proud 
ef it, she took it in to show her 
mother. 

Mother looked at the cake, which 
seemed to be done very nicely, but 
when she picked it up she said: “Why, 


Ethel, it has hardly risen at all, and 
it’s quite heavy. Why is that?” 
“Well, mother,’ answered Ethel, “I 
guess it must be the raisins in it that 
make it so heavy. You know raisins 
contain iron.” —Dora Houston. 


You MAY BE A PRIZE FIGHTER,, 
BUT, LEMME TELL YUH, 

BOY FRIEND, YOu AIN'T 
ANY PRIZE HUSBAND! 


Keng 7 


i) 
} 


LET GEORGE DO IT ) 
Kirk: “I guess T’ll go home and_ 
drag my wife around a while.” | 
Burke: “What on earth do you~ 
mean by that?” 
Kirk: “Well, she called me up a 
bit ago and said she could hardly drag 
herself around.” —Ada Prohme. 


The average married man has a very 
hard time of it today. Outside the 
home the outlaws hold him up and 
inside the home the in-laws hold him 
down! 


WOMEN’S READY-TO-WEAR 


“Yes, Madam, we carry a large stock of ready-to-wear apparel, in both the 
stream-line and seven-passenger models. Third floor, front and back.” 


+ 
TERRIBLY INTIMATE PORTRAITS! 
(Reported by Rudie Loesser) 
Scene: In a Woman’s Shop Show Room 


Mrs. Henn-Peque (viewing a model parading before her): “I would look 
exquisite in that gown.” 

Henn-Peque: “No, you wouldn’t, honey, your legs are too fat.” 

Mrs. Henn-Peque (frowning): “Well, I'd rather have the fat in my legs 
than in my head.” 

Henn-Peque: “Well, you have never shown me that you are not similarly 
afflicted at both ends.” 

Mrs. Henn-Peque: “Is zat so! When I think of the millions of men I knew 
—influential young business men, too—to think that I should have picked you! 
There was Thomas Bra—” 

Henn-Peque: “Here comes another gown, my dear.” (Slender model 
parades coquettishly and temptingly before Mrs. Henn-Peque’s 210 pounds 
avoirdupois.) 

Mrs. Henn-Peque: “Now I really think, Harry, that that gown would be- 
come me.” 

Henn-Peque: “Be more explicit, honey. Become what part of you?” 

Mrs. Henn-Peque: “Do you mean to infer that I haven’t the proper lines? 
I have more lines than any wom— I mean I have just the lines for that gown.” 

Henn-Peque: “You have plenty of lines, my dear, but they are not straight 
ones.” 

Mrs. Henn-Peque: “Oh, they aren’t, aren’t they? Well, I’ll have you un- 
derstand that it wasn’t your money that bought the food which caused them to 
bend—slightly.” 

Henn-Peque: “Aw, shut up! Here comes the proprietor.” 

Mrs. Henn-Peque: “Vl not shut—oh, Monsieur Poopnoedel, it is a pleasure 
to see you and your gowns. Mr. Henn-Peque here just asked what time you 
shut up.” 


A woman is a person who dresses to Girls used to wear bows around their 
make men look, and then gets mad waists but now it’s beaux around their 
when they do. necks ! 
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THE EXPOSURE 
(A Tricky Triolet) 


She started to laugh up her sleeve; 
She wished to be nice, I confess, 
But her spirits she had to relieve, 
So she started to laugh up her sleeve, 
And, really, no one would believe 
It would get her in such a bad mess! 
She started to laugh up her sleeve, 
AND FORGOT THERE WAS 
NONE ON THAT DRESS! 
—Wallace M. Bayliss. 


A woman likes to be piqued—and 
peeked at! 


NICE GIRL, CATHARINE! 


Millicent: “Are sables much worn 
abroad this season, Catharine?” 
Catharine: “I didn’t see any as 
much worn as yours, dear!” 
—Edward W. Barnard. 


THEY’LL SHOW US 


“Judging by the way women dress 
nowadays,” chuckled Uncle Ike, “they 
must think we’re all from Missouri.” 


TOUGH DAYS! 


Since women have stopped wearing 
corsets, Willie says it’s mighty hard to 
find a good strong string around the 
house when a fellow wants one. 


THE DEAR GIRLS 


“What are the ladies of the club dis- 
cussing now?” 

“A scheme to fix up the French war 
debt.” 

“Do they wish to remit it?” 

“No, their idea is to take it out in 
gowns.” 

—A. S. W. 


Wives’ fondness for dry goods and 
their husbands’ fondness for wet goods 
cause many a divorce! 


SURE WAS! 


Near-sighted Lady 
gloves): “Buck?” 
Impertinent Clerk: “Buck nothing. 
Those are three bucks, and they’re 
worth it too.” 
—Arthur W. Griffin. 


(examining 


PROGRESS IN COMMERCIAL FUR RAISING 


By Dr. Walter E. Traprock 


We have all seen the signs alongside our roadways indicating silver fox- 
farms, seal aquariums, and the like where the pelts of these valuable animals are 
raised for the fur market. I have gone into this sort of thing on a large scale 


on my wild game preserve at Derby. 


Some of the most beautiful furs in the world now bear the Traprock trade- 
mark, notably those of the double-chinned Chinchilla, the original stock of 
which is trapped by my agents along the banks of the Gowanus Canal in the 


hinterland of Mexico City. 


One of the most interesting furs in which I specialize is little known in 
this country. It is that of the Australian “whimbammer,” a curious little crea- 
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ture which is a cross between an owl and a bush-mouse and which has long 
feathers similar to those of the wart-hog. These‘animals “slough” or shed 
their entire skins in the moulting season (Thursdays in November). If these 
sloughed skins are instantly cured and the long, feathery fur “carded” or 
combed with fine-toothed combs it is admirable for carpet-slipper in-soles, 
mitten linings, and false mustaches, for which there is considerable demand 
during cold weather. 

I have formed a stock company in which I furnish the stock common or 
preferred, as desired (and I may say frankly that my common stock is the 
commonest I have ever heard of), and my stockholders furnish the money. 
The books of the company are always open and interested parties are in- 
vited to communicate with me at any time, particularly now as Christmas is 
coming on and I need the money. It is hardly necessary for me to add that I 
know the skin-business backwards and can guarantee results that no other man 
would ever promise. 


Think how surprised a seal must be Teacher: 


who goes to sleep on an iceberg up m 
the Arctic and wakes up to find him- 
self on a Broadway chorus girl’s back! 


“Very good. Now if Mr. Flat can 
do as well with ‘bologny, the class 
may not have to be excused for lunch.” 


Eph Flat: 

“I remember when a fellow felt ex- 
citement 

If strong winds blew and an ankle he 
could see, 

But with the way the girls are dress- 
ing these days, 

A guy can hardly get a thrill bologny.” 

—Elizabeth Zucca. 


An old maid and an old swt are 
similar. 

A little pressing gives them both a 
youthful look. 


THE INFERNAL FEMININE 


Mac: ‘“What’s the difference be- 
tween a man buying a fur coat and a 
woman 2” 

Betty: “Well, a man buys it to 
keep warm in and a woman to freeze 
others in!” —Sunny. 


CBrvenSonate 


After all, the awful load a woman 
says she has on her shoulders may be 
only the shabby fur coat she’s been 
wearing for many seasons. 


Voice: “It’s cold on the porch, Jes- 
sie. Are you sure you have enough 
around you?” 


OF BROCE 7K O.0 A Pei Nee 


“Office equipment? This way, sir. Take the elevator to the fourth floor. 

We are featuring some very comfortable sofas for tired business men. Also 
i some beautiful hand-illuminated ‘Out-to-lunch’ signs.” 
ng 
/ 
/ LESSON NUMBER ONE you! Cut out that talk—hear? Cut 
M _ it out! 
I “T want to know more about busi- Jones—Naughty bossy-man to talk 
| ness,” Mary said. , nasty-nasty to Jonesy! Jonesy get 
For reply Robert kissed her. Then, mad and quitty-quit! Silly bossy! 
i after several minutes, he paused. The Boss—For the love of—get 


“The keynote these days is volume 
i production!” he pointed out. 
| —WMortimer Butcher. 


out! You're fired! I can’t stand it! 
Get outy-out, I tell ums! Well, I'll 
be dammy-darned, if he hasn’t got me 
saying it! 

i WHY THE BOSS WENT CRAZY 
| A DIFFERENT STORY 
(Mr. Jones Returns to the Office 


After His Honeymoon) Boss: “NO, you can NOT have a 


Observed by Roy Siegel 


The Boss—Glad to see you back, 
Jones! Hope you had a fine trip! 
Now let’s get down to work on these 
reports—file this one from our north- 
ern branch. 

Jones—Kth, Jonesy will filums for 
bossy-man. Jonesy just loves to work 
on reporties! Eth, ums do! Miss 


couple of days off! We’re too busy.” 

Employee: “But I want to get mar- 
ried.” 

Boss: “Oh, that’s different! I 
thought you wanted to get away for a 
good time!” 

—Doris Jean Kratzenstein. 


Many a good salesman took his first 
orders from his wife. 


it Johnson-Johnsie! DRAWING A BLANK 
i) Stenographer—Yes, sir? 

Jones—Will cute ’ittle stenog-girlie 
Hy take um dicky-tation? Ums? To 
\| Hodges-Podges Manufacturing Com- 
pany-Bumpany! Gentlemums: Your 
sweetums letter of twenty-firsty re- 
ceived. Will ums darling company 


shippy order by freighty-freight, just 


When the office manager opened the 
door of T. Walter Smith, Inec., last 
Saturday morning, he was gratified to 
see that his advertisement in the Fri- 
day paper had met with sufficient en- 
thusiasm at the hands of three promis- 
ing characters. His keen appraising 
as soon as ums can? Pleasie-please— eye quickly noted the pros and cons of 


Hi The Boss—Say! What’s got into : the first two, and passing on rested 
| 198 
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for more than a moment on the third 
—a decidedly pretty woman! 

“By jove, what a peach!” he thought 
as he passed through into his office 
beyond. “She probably doesn’t know 
a thing. They never do when they are 
that good to look at. Such eyes! And 
what color!” It would be a relief to 
have that smile around the office. He 
was getting fed up on these grouchy 
brokers. The “Old Man” liked them 
pretty himself, and as for young T. W. 
he wouldn’t care if she could add two 
and two! (The office manager wasn’t 
at all sure that young T. W. could 
either !) 

Removing his hat and coat, he went 
out into the waiting room and said: 
“T am very sorry to have caused you 
this unfruitful wait, but I find the 
position of bookkeeper was filled after 
I left on Friday.” As the candidates 
filed toward the door he whispered to 
the girl to wait. “I think I have 
something that might interest you,” he 
said in a low voice. 

It took a moment to penetrate, then 
she turned in the door and bestowed 
upon him the most wonderful smile he 
ever beheld, and said quietly: “Thank 
you very much, but you see I am not 
looking for a job—I only came along 
with my husband.” 

—D. H. Brown. 


CAUSE FOR WORRY 


Harkness: “So Kirby is always wor- 
rying about his wife’s appearance, eh? 
That’s nothing to worry about.” 

Ciark: “That’s what he thought until 
she appeared at the office unexpectedly 
one day.” 

—Rev. M. C. W. 


ALMOST ESTABLISHED 


Brandt: “Is Merkel engaged in 
business yet?” 

Dunn: “Well, I’ve seen his fiancée, 
and if it isn’t business I’m no judge 
of beauty.” 


THE SUNSET 


(What Happens When a Business 
Man Writes Poetry) 


By Eugene A. Franke 


The sun sank, 

But the Life Guard was busy 
And didn’t notice it. 

Sparrows chattered, as spinsters 
At a sewing circle. 


The light faded, 
Even as rouge fadeth 
On a maiden’s cheek 
During a shower. 


The calm croaking of a frog 
Seemed like a radio announcer 
With the hiccoughs. 


A cow mooed. 


A man, stewed, 

In lieu of nothing better, 
Drank in the cool breeze, 

As welcome as a raise in pay, 
That wafted in waveringly, 
Like a maiden’s sigh, 

After a kiss. 


The moon rose. 
And night fell. 
An owl gave a hoot; 
But nobody else did! 


200 THE FUN SHOP 


HERE'S TH’ PROPOSITION ! 
THIS GUY’S GOT A HOLE IN HIS 
POCKET AN’ I'VE PICKED UP 
FOUR CENTS FOLLERIN’ ‘IM. 
4 GOTTA GO HOME NOW AN’ 
VLL SELL IM TO YU FER 
A NICKLE. 

IT’S A GOLD MINE! 


WHAT PRICE GLORY? 


Employer: “Sorry I can’t give you 
a job today, but you can leave your 
address.” 

Applicant: “What’s the use? If I 
don’t get a job today I won’t have any 
address.” 


QUERY 


Brooks: “Who rented the office next 
door?” 
Dobbs: “A surgeon.” 
Brooks: “A surgeon, eh? 
does he commence operations?” 
—Arthur Korems. 


When 


Teacher: 

“Allie, take ‘marauder.” Just take 
it far enough to put it in a sentence.” 
Allie Gaiters: 

“Down in his office he’s the whole 
show, 

And every employee obeys without 
a sound; 

But home at our house—that’s some- 
thing else again— 

It’s pitiful to see marauder him 
around.” 


A BUSINESS MAN 


Brown: “That clerk hasn’t a cent to 
his name, but he doesn’t forget the 
business as soon as the office is closed 
and some day he’ll hold a big interest 
im ite? 

Harris: “He must have a head on 
his shoulders.” 

Brown: “Yes—the boss’s daugh- 
ter’s.”’ 

—Florence Margoles. 


DIARY OF A TYPEWRITER 


Jan. 7. Well, I’ve left the factory and am sure anxious to get busy. A 
business man came and took me away today. 

Jan. 8. So this is what they call a stenographer! I don’t mind being ham- 
mered, but I wish she wouldn’t park her chewing gum on me during the lunch 


hour. 


Jan. 15. A week of this, and it’s terrible! I never will be able to spell 
decently after this girl gets through with me. 

Feb. 10. A new “steno” today. I wonder how she'll treat me. 

Feb. 11. Heavens! She has an eye for color. The sweet thing has tied a 


pink bow around each one of my keys! 
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Feb. 28. MY SHIFT KEY IS STUCK AND I CAN’T WRITE ANY- 


THING BUT CAPITALS! 


March 5. Well, they’ve whipped me into shape again, but I’m not what I 
used to be. Hear they are going to sell me. Oh, well. 

March 19. They’ve sold me to a doctor. My life ought to be easy, now. 

March 20. Ye gods! He’s using me to write his prescriptions! 


March 21. Guaco! Influenza! 


Jaborandi! 


Acetanilid! Poliomyelitis and 


Housemaid’s Knee! I'll go mad at this rate. In a week I won’t be able to write 


English, and I’m s-s-s-stuttering already. 


March 28. Well, I’m sold again. I wonder who will be foolish enough to 


buy me now. 
March 30. Am being rebuilt. 


Thought I’d need something like this. 


April 29. Well, at last some one has bought me. <A poet! 
May 2. Oh, deah! I think I’ll like this. 


May 3. F’heaven’s sake! 


Mush in the Moonlight! 


Star Drippings! To 


Celestia! I'll go mad if this thing keeps on. 
May 15. I’m going mad—I’m going—dughti48en, 084$&bn&” (*HUBBA’*& 


-Q- oe 


(= 


THE WAY OF A MAN 


“Does your husband ever discuss 
his business affairs with you?” 

“Oh, yes, frequently. He always 
tells me business is so bad that he 
can’t afford to buy me a new hat or 


gown.” 
—Ollie Mitchell. 


A WISE YOUNG MAN 


Young: “I wonder what excuse I 
can give my sweetie for breaking our 
date tonight ?” 

Younger: “Why don’t you tell her 
that you were detained at the office?” 

Young: “Won’t do. She’s a widow.” 

—J. G. Callahan. 


IT WAS SAFE 


Agent: “Don’t you wish your office 
furnishings insured against theft?” 

The Boss: “Yes, all except the 
clock. Everybody watches that.” 


Awk—blubb586——!!! plink! 


mE 
‘ty Ge oy 
aN YA v7 


Wanted—a machine by which the 
boss can tell whether the office force 
are keeping their minds on the busi- 
ness! 
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OUR NOSEY REPORTER 


He Interviews a Successful Business 
Man 


(Overheard by Pauline Decker) 


“Howja get that way, Mr. Scadds?” 

“T beg your pardon?” 

“How come you're all loaded with 
coin while the rest of us has to scratch 
f’r a livin’?” 

“Oh, I see. You wish to know the 
secret of my success.” 

“My boss thinks the public does, an’ 
that’s why I’m here.” 

“Your editor has the right idea. 
The whole secret of success is to find 
out what the people want and to sup- 
ply that want.” 

“Aw, that’s what they all say, an’ 
it’s a lotta bunk.” 

“Of course it is, but that is no rea- 
son why we should not give it to 
them.” 

“T guess I muffed that one, Mr. 
Sceadds.” 

“T say, if the people want what you 
are pleased to call a lot of bunk and 
are willing to pay for it, why not let 
them have it?” 

“T getcha. Is that all they is to it?” 

“That is the whole secret, I assure 
you.” 

“Lemme use y’r phone a minute, 
willya? I wanna call up the office an’ 
resign so I can start right in accumu- 
latin’ my first million.” 


WHO COULD IT HAVE BEEN? 


Office Boy: “Some one called to- 


Boss: “Did he leave a number?” 
Office Boy: “No, only one bottle.” 


HE HAD HIS NUMBER 


Johnson: “How’s things in your line, 
Kirby ?” 
Kirby: “Very slow just now.” 
Johnson: “That’s strange! I ealled 
you up on the telephone yesterday and 
they told me your line was busy.” 
—Sidney Howerton. 


Teacher: 

“Miss Tereen, I am curious to hear 
the word ‘entomb’ ripple from your 
Cupid’s bow lips.” 

Tig Tereen: 

“That filing clerk is acting kind 0’ 
freshy, 

But b’lieve me, bo, he can’t get fresh 
with Liz; 

At his first attempt to kiss me I’ll just 
clout him 

Entomb I'll say, ‘Your old man also 
is.’ ” 

—Rose Pape. 


FEARED THE BOSS 


Baxter: “Did you ever run for 
office ?” 

Thatcher: “Yes. I did yesterday 
morning when the alarm clock failed 
to go off.” 


SPEAKING OF VACATIONS 


Friend: “Why don’t you give your 
Efficiency Expert the usual two weeks’ 
vacation ?” 

Boss: “Well, he’s so blamed efficient 
he ought to get as much recreation in 
one week as other people get in two.” 

—Florence Rothman. 


Peete AN TT) S? 


WH A R 


“Infants’ wear? Second floor, Madam, next to the toy department. How’s 
that? You don’t dare take your little boy near the toy department? You may 
check him, Madam, in the Kiddies’ Kloak Room, or the floor-walker will blind- 


fold him for you.” 


AND ALONG CAME THE 
STORK!! 


(Dirt by Albert Hiller) 


Nurse—Your wife is doing fine, Mr. 
Youngfather, and here’s the baby! 
What do you think of it? 

Mr. Youngfather—Is THAT it? 
Well, what do you know about that! 
It must be bashful—I never saw such 
a red face. Come to your daddy, young 
—is it a gentleman or a lady? 

Nurse—It’s a boy, and he weighs 
seven pounds. 

Mr. Youngfather — Only seven 
pounds! Is he all—there? My good- 
ness, it doesn’t seem possible! Hey! 
Quick! He’s yelling about something! 
What’s the matter with it? What’s it 
screaming about? 

Nurse—He’s probably hungry. 

Mr. Youngfather—Hungry? Well, 
T’ll go out and look in the icebox— 
there ought to be some cold meat and 
potatoes left from yesterday. If there 
isn’t I guess I’ll have to open up a 
ean of pork and beans. 

Nurse—I should say not! 
all he can digest. 

Mr. Youngfather—Heavens! My 
son born an invalid! Well, what do 
you do to make him stop erying? He 
must think this is his birthday! H’m 
—milk or no milk, he’s some boy just 
the same! Can he walk yet? He 


Milk is 
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CAN’T! Well, Ill give him until to- 
morrow. Cute little dickens, isn’t he? 

Nurse—What are you going to call 
him? 

Mr. Youngfather—Nothing! I’m 
not mad at him—TI think he’s pretty 
nice, if you ask me! T’ll bet he’s 
going to be a fireman when he grows 
up—he’s wearing rubber pants al- 
ready! 

Nurse—I think Edward and Kd- 
mund would be nice names for them. 

Mr. Youngfather—THEM! Ye 
gods, you don’t mean—OH, DOC- 
TOR!!!! 


HEREDITY 


Hansen: “Why does the baby ery 
so loud?” 
Giles: “It’s father was cheer leader 
in college.” 
—Kileen Goldsmith. 


KNEE’D WE WONDER? 


Not over a short year ago 

Pat Boyle danced around full of glee, 
For Maggie, with face all aglow, 
Said “Yes” to his “Marry me” plea. 


But now does he dance? He does 
NOT! 

His legs are a sad sight to see; 

The trouble is, Patrick has got 

Two husky Boyles, one on each knee! 


—W. C. Michel. 
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GAVE RELIEF 


Mrs. Askin: “Does the Mother’s 
Club help you any in bringing up your 
baby?” 

Mrs. Stern: “Oh, yes. It gives me 
an excuse to leave the baby with John 
occasionally.” 

—“Rusty” Lippert. 


The person who devised the com- 
parison, “As easy as taking candy from 
a baby,” never had a baby. 


THE NEXT GENERATION! 


(Every one admits that the younger 
generation is terrible, but what 
will the NEXT one be like!) 


Imagined by Joan Benda 


Scene: The breakfast room in a typt- 
cal American Home—1950. 

Mrs. Kent—Dear me! I wanted to 
ride up to the North Pole today, but 
James hasn’t brought the airplane 
back. Did you murder any one yes- 
terday, dear? 

Kent—No, it was a dull day at the 
office. Well, what’s the matter with 
the baby? 

Baby—Waaaa! Waaa! 

Mrs. Kent—IVll bet anything you 
forgot to mix cocaine and whiskey in 
his milk this morning! There, there, 
Algernon, don’t ery. Mother will give 
you some nice morphy-morphine! 

Kent—Say, by the way—this coffee 
tastes funny. Don’t believe I have 
enough opium in it. Pass the wood 
alcohol, dear. Thanks! 

Mrs. Kent—The coffee’s a little cold 
—hetter put a little carbolic acid in it, 
sweetheart. Oh, did I tell you the eute 
thing little Willie did yesterday? 
Well—give the baby another cigarette, 


dear—well, I gave him some money 
and told him to run along to the 
gambling house like a good little boy, 
and gave him a revolver to play with. 
What do you think he did? 

Kent (yawns)—Kill himself? 

Mrs. Kent—No, something cleverer 
than that! Shot his nurse and took 
the four dollars she had! Isn’t that 
fine? I won’t have to pay her this 
week, now! 


BYE BABY BYE-LOW 


ABiverSon—+P3.n 


If the baby really looked “Just the 
very picture of its father.” 


The newly-fledged father looked at 
the triplets in consternation. 

“If that don’t beat all,’ he remarked 
slowly, “that fortune-teller told me to 
beware of some small bald-headed jpeo- 
ple I was going to meet.” 

—Emzy Cooper. 
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CRADLE HYMN 
(To be sung in the middle of the night) 
By McKinley H. Sauer 


Hush, you brat, and stop your squawk- 
ing, 
Keep your dome down in that bed! 
(Gracious, wouldn’t it be shocking 
If your beard should turn out red!) 


Sleep! You have no teeth or fillings, 
And you own no worthless stock. 
(From that bottle stop those spillings 
Or J’ll crown thee with a crock!) 


Attaboy! Cut out the bother; 
Rest, and get a lot ahead, 

For, when you’re as old as father, 
You won’t get much time in bed!! 


THE ULTIMATUM 


Little Carrol, aged five, was rocking 
his baby brother. Thinking he was 
asleep, Carrol left him. In a little 
while baby again started to ery. 

“Carrol, don’t you think you had 
better rock your little brother some 
more?” asked his mother. Carrol did. 

Pretty soon he was heard to say: 
“Well, V’ll rock you now, but you'll 
rock the next one!” 

—Mrs. R. E. Lee. 


SOOTHING MEDICINE 


Capper: “Well, I’ve finally got the 
baby quieted, doctor.” 

Dr. Coleman: “Has he taken them 
all?” 

Capper: “No, I didn’t give him 
any. I just rattled them in a box 
until he went to sleep.” 


DIAGNOSIS 


“Mrs. Talmage, our minister’s wife, 
has a new baby,” said mother. 

“Where did she get it?” asked her 
eight-year-old son. 

“Why, er-er, she bought it, I guess.” 

“Huh,” replied the youngster, 
“you'd a thought the Lord could give 
her one for nothing, she’s a minister’s 
wife.” 

—Dr. Howard 8. Brasted. 


THE BOSS HAD BEEN 
DIUNG lt 
THAT BIRD IS NO 
MORE CF A WATER- 
~ SPANIEL, 


THAN [| AM! 
NYC 


Strongheart, the Pup 


INNOCENCE 


Our little girl’s so very pure; 
So gentle and so sweet; 
We dare not give her anything 
But angel food to eat. 
—Mrs. Edith O’Brien. 
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MEAN TRICK 


I know a little girl who prayed 
nightly for a baby sister. The prayer 
was answered, and the much-longed 
for baby sister grew into a mischiev- 
ous little imp who scattered toys and 
wrecked play houses ruthlessly! 

In due course of time, still another 
baby sister joined the family, and 
when the prayerful little girl was 
shown the newest arrival, she said: 
“T’d like to know who prayed for this 
one. I know I didn’t.” 

—G. B.F. 


Teetcher: 

“Kliza, deer, put that finger down, 
theres a nale in it, and come across 
with ‘agonize.’ ” 
lize Round: 

“They were bragging bout there babies 
And the things that they could do, 
When Sarah sed, ‘Oi, you should see, 
Agonize baby, too.” 

—Jerry Felsacker. 


TRUE TO FORM 


One of the very noted physicians in 
a neighboring city had six sons. He 
and his wife were greatly disappointed 
because they had never had a daughter. 

Upon the stork’s seventh visit, how- 
ever, the doctor’s joy was great. There 
were twins and one was a little girl! 

With much pride he placed the baby 
girl in her mother’s arms and said: 
“Now, dear, aren’t you happy?” 

“No,” said the mother, sobbing. 
“Y’m outraged. I couldn’t even have a 
girl without having a boy tagging 
along.” 

—L. O. Bell. 


AN URGENT CASE 


The little man with the wrinkled 
clothing and several days’ growth of 
beard rushed into the doctor’s office 
and said: “I understand, Dr. Pearson, 
that you’re a baby specialist.” 

“Yes,” replied the doctor, “what can 
I do for you?” 

“Can you tell me when it’s safe to 
start spanking them?” 

—L. B. Birdsall. 


EVERY TIME 1 JOGGLE, 
OUT COMES A 


BUBBLE 
Oe 


A Shersone MET, 


THE IMPORTANT OPINION 


While Mr. Fiedler was out of town 
on important business the stork called 
at his house and left triplets. 

Mrs. Fiedler smiled wanly at the 
nurse. “I wonder what he’ll say?’ 
she murmured. 

“Your husband?” smiled the nurse. 

“No,” answered Mrs. Fiedler, “the 
landlord.” 


CHILDREN’S DEPARTMENT 


: “J assure you, Madam, our Mrs. Motherwell will take excellent care of your 
child while you do your shopping. She has five of her own and knows just 
how to handle them.” 

+ 


SOME CHILDREN ARE NOW CALLED BRIGHT WHEN THEY MAKE REMARKS THAT 
USED TO CALL FOR A SPANKING. 


A HEADLINER 


“Donald DO keep still,” said mother 
with some irritation the other day, 
“vow ll worry my head off.” 

“T wish some one would worry my 
head off,” answered Don. 

“Why, child, what makes you say 
such a thing?” 

“Cause then I wouldn’t hafta wash 
my ears.” 

—Austin A. Rodgers. 


VERY CARELESS 


Rollo drowned his little brother, 

An act which somewhat peeved his 
mother. 

She exclaimed, “You little brute! 

You might, at least, have saved his 


suit!” 
ur CARL 
G. O. Webster. RineGcse 
WILD WILLIE Tommy puts on some records! 

Little Willie, bound for bed, Our Johnny is a scrapper 
Doffed his shirt of flannel red, He never will be good, 
Saying, as he sank to rest, And I think it’s all because 
“Gee, I’m glad that’s off my chest.” We feed him Devil’s food. 

—Cap La Roe. —Richard Greenfield. 


Parents admonish their children to tell the truth, and then live in constant 


fear that they will do so! 
207 
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THE EARLY-ROUSER! 
By R. E. Alexander 


“Yes’m, I’m comin’. Oh, my gosh, 

Here I got t? git up ’n’ wash! 

Ho-oh-Hum! When I’m a man 

I won’t git up at all—lay an’ 

Let ’em holler! Ho-o-o-hum! 

I guess... maybe...she won't 
- come— 


“All right—All right! Tm up! I 
told 

Y’ I was comin’! Water’s cold, 

I bet. Ho-o-o-Hum! I washed my 
hands 

Last night—they’ll have t? do—My 
lands, 

I can’t be washin’ all th’ time— 

I got t? eat—’n’... sleep... Gee, 
T’m— 


“Yes’m—I’m comin’—Right away! 

Well, what else c’n a feller say? 

Ho-Hum! Maybe I better had 

Git up—she might holler f’r Dad. 

It’s colder than last night, I know— 

I wonder what’s...fr... break- 
fuss .. . Ho— 


“What's that? Yes’m, I’m comin’ 
now! 

My goodness, but I don’t see how 

A boy gits any sleep at all— 

Just when he wants t’ snooze they call 

ELI Le COUG ®. are BICEP) std Beas 
year— 

Yes, SIR! Vm UP! I’m dressed! 
I’m here!” 


Litile girls used to have dolls that 
would say “Mamma” when squeezed, 
but now big girls dress like those dolls 
and say “Sweet Papa” when squeezed. 


Carn 
ANDERSON —— 


“Aw quit yer cryin’! Somebody’s 
gotta walk th’ plank when we're 
playin’ pirate!l”? 


THIS IS VERY GOOD! 

My friend’s wife, Mrs. Baker, is 
teaching her little three-year-old 
daughter simple, oral arithmetic. 

“Now, Betty,” she said the other 
day, “let’s review a little. In our 
neighbor’s family are Mr. Franz, Mrs. 
Franz, and the baby. How many does 
that make?” 

The child thought a moment and 
then replied: “Two, and one to carry.” 

—Alex. Franz. 
VERY ANXIOUS! 

Bobby: “Hurry up and do it!” 

Guest: “Do what?” 

Bobby: “Kat your head off; dad 
said you would.” 

—Mrs. William Nackenson. 
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Children often cause trouble by tell- 
ing what they know; older people 
cause more trouble by telling what 
they dowt know. 


APPRECIATION 


My Sister has a beau who comes 
And reads to her, sometimes. 
He calls himself a poet 
And recites a lot of rhymes. 
“The cuckoo is calling to its mate,” 
He says, and Sister says, “That’s 
great!” 


I told the boys about it, 
And just what time he came, 
And Sis got awful ratty 
And turned as red as flame 
When they stood and yelled, from the 
garden-gate: 
“The cuckoo is ealling...on its 
mate.” 
—A. E. Kopperl. 


WILD WILLIES 


Little Willie, with a rock, 

Beaned the cuckoo in the clock. 
Father said: “Why don’t it tick?” 
Willie said: “The bird is sick.” 

—Jean Herendeen. 


Willie, when the wind was strong, 
Flew his kite all morning long. 
“My,” he eried, “just see it dance! 
The tail’s made out of Papa’s pants.” 
—Dr. Walter E. Traprock. 


Little Willie, on his bike, 

Through the village took a hike. 

Mrs. Thompson blocked the walk; 

She will live, but still can’t talk. 
—Theodore R. McCoon. 


This is indeed the land of oppor- 
tunity. Every American child is born 
with money due him from Europe. 


CONVINCED 


Margaret, who had been playing up 
in a tree, fell out and cut a gash in 
her head. When her Daddy came 
home, she was telling him of her fall. 

“And, Daddy, when I fell and saw 
all that blood running down my face I 
thought it was my brains, but I said 
two and two is four, and four and four 
is eight, so I knew then that it wasn’t 
my brains.” 


—Mrs. H. C. Fuller. 


Strongheart, the Pup—ANYTHING 


to stop the kid’s crying! 
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AB toeRSON—— 


A Small Boy’s Idea of a Real Back 
Yard! 


"RAY! NO SCHOOL! 


“Hooray, teacher, you said we'd 
have a test today, rain or shine!” 
yelled Leonard, one of my students. 

“Well?” I said. 

“Tt?s snowing!” he cried. 

—EHdith Settin. 


THE RIGHT SYSTEM! 


My little daughter Fay, aged five, 
was having her first meal of rice. It 
was soon evident that she did not 
relish it. 

“Eat up your rice, dear,” I said. 

“T don’t like rice, ma.” 

“Well, pretend you like it.” 

“No. I'll pretend I’m eating it.” 

—Cecilha Solon Ediss. 


DEHORNED 
By R. E. Alexander 


“I’m BAD, I am—don’t git too near, 
I’m Hydrophoby when I bite! 
It was ME piled th’ Rockies up— 
I'll mebbe take ’em down t’night! 
Y’ see th’ notches in that gun— 
Ew’ry week another one! 


“Ain’t there no RAW meat in th’ 


house ?” 
This steak is COOKED—take it 
away! 
Bring somethin’ on th’ hoof—Hell’s 
Bells ; 


I eat it Bloody! Hip! Hooray! 
Coffee—f’r ME! Gimme that can 
O’ gasoline! Me—I’m a MAN! 


“Jus’ watch me grab th’ Panhandle 
*N’ swing ol’ Texas! Yip! Yipee! 
Grizzly crossed with Rattlesnake, 
’"N’ more’n half Mustang—that’s 
ME! 
T’ll ride a Twister f’r y’—Now! 
Lightnin’ tickles me—Yee-ow! 


“Ym WILD—Ouch! Mother, don’t 
do that! 
Aw, Mother, can’t y’ take a joke? 
Honest, I never done a thing— 
T’ll pay f’r anything I broke. 
Ow! That’s my ear y’ got! IKNOW! 
I’m goin’ RIGHT AWAY! Le’ GO!” 


THE PLASTIC AGE 


Mrs. Manning: “You must be care- 
ful of your language before the chil- 
dren.” 

Manning: “That’s where I learned 
abt? 

—John Matter. 
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WILD WILLIES 


I 
Little Willie, raising hob, 
Laughed at Mother’s boyish-bob. 
Mercy! how his trousers tingled 
When he, later on, was shingled! 
—M. M. Maloney. 


II 

_ Little Willie, home from school, 

Where he’d learned the Golden Rule, 

Said, “If I eat up this cake 

Sis won’t have a stomach-ache.” 
—Lucille De View. 


KEEN OBSERVERS 


Two little girls were playing with 
their dolls in my home recently. 

“Oh, dear, this little dolly just won’t 
sit down,” sighed one. 

“Oh, well,” answered the other, “let 
her be the mother. Mothers NEVER 
sit down.” 

—Mrs. W. W. Hepburn. 


FOURTH OF JULY POST 
MORTEMS 


(The “Lamb” Gambols!) 


I 
Little Willie lit a rocket 
Which his Pa had in his pocket. 
Next day he told Cousin Dan, 
“Papa is a traveling man.” 
—J. F. Chase. 


II 
Willie’s parrot, stupid fowl, 
For a “cracker” long did howl. 
Willie gave her one, all right, 
Red .. . and filled with dynamite! 
—Frank J. Muslewhite. 


III 
Willie, whose ideas are strange, 
Put some pin-wheels in the range. 
When Cook lit the gas next day, 
BOY! it was some grand display!!! 
—A. J. M. 


YUH NEEDN'T GIT SO 
HIGH HAT, DUSTY, JEST 
CUZ YUH GOT Two 
SKATES! 


FULL FARE 


Conductor: “You must pay full fare 
for the boy, Madame.” 

* Madame: “What! Do you honestly 
think he’s that old?” 

Conductor: “Think he’s that old? 
Why, lady, at first glance I thought 
he was your husband!” 

—C. W. Cronin. 


Willie, as the fire burned low, 
Gave it a terrific blow. 

Grandpa’s beard got in the draft; 
Dear me, how the firemen laughed! 
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FOOTBALL WILLIES 
By George S. Chappell 


i. 
Little Willie, at a show, 
Saw a gown, cut very low. 
“WOW!” cried Willie, with a scream 
“What a full-back for our team!” 


II 
Willie caught his sister, Nan, 
Being hugged by her young man. 
“Gee!” said Willie, with a cackle, 
“That guy don’t know how to tackle.” 


It 
Willie’s Pa, I grieve to state, 
Came home from the lodge quite late. 
When he tottered Willie cried, 
“Look at Papa! He’s off-side!” 


IV 
Willie’s brother, which was rash, 
Said one day, “See my moustache.” 
Willie said, “You’re sure a pip 
With that touchdown on your lip!” 


BETTER-ENGLISH WEEK 


At Monday breakfast Katherine, 
aged 12, informed the assembled fam- 
ily that Better-English Week was at 
hand. 

“We must watch our speech, avoid 
slang, and use nothing but proper 
English,” she explained. 

“Aw, be yourself, kid, be yourself,” 
suggested Billy, aged 16. “You can 
bet your grandma’s lipstick that here’s 
one red-hot daddy who doesn’t intend 
to cramp his style for anybody. Not 
me!” 

“William!” protested the mother. 

“Papa!” appealed Katherine, “Billy’s 


just trying to be mean. Make him 
stop it!” 

“Listen here, young man!” directed 
the head of the house, fixing a stern 
and malevolent eye upon his gon. 
“Nix on that lingo! Your sister’s got 
the right dope on this slang stuff. We 
ain’t gonna have none of it, and I 
want you to lay off. Understand?” 

—Harry L. Roberts. 


Now is the season when Pa, Ma, and 
the baby are requested to help out 
Willie in his football practice. 


NO EXCUSE 
Steuer: “Were you ever married?” 
Edwards: “Oh, yes.” 
Steuer: “Children?” 


Edwards (sadly): “No, we were 
both of age.” ; 


—Louis F. Hart. 


peer RSon 


The little boys who were afraid their mothers might come along and discover 
them in swimming! 
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LAUGH, CLOWN, LAUGH! 


Mary, aged four, fell and hurt her- 
self, causing her to ery very hard. 

Her aunt, wishing Mary to stop 
crying, said: “Oh, come, Mary, stop 
crying. See—I am laughing.” 

“IT tan’t ’top, auntie, ’eause it was 
me what was hurt.” 

—Carrie L. Lynch. 


THE CLUB 


We had a Club, up under our eaves, 
Four of us fellers, “The Secret 
Four,” 
We went through the trunk-room, 
back of the trunks, 
An’ rapped three times on the Club- 


house door. 

There wasn’t any trouble that I can 
remember 

Till we set the house afire, last Sep- 
tember. 


’N’ we had a swimmin’ pool, in our 
tank; 
Not very big, but it did pretty well. 
We’d sneak up when the family was 
out 
And splash around. Boy, it was 
swell! 
’N’ there wasn’t any trouble that I 
recall 
Till we flooded the living-room, last 
Fall. 
—Mrs. Benjamin Runkle. 


KLASSROOM-KAPERS 


A first grade class was receiving its 
first lesson in reading. The young 
teacher was animatedly discussing the 
various members of the cat family. 

“What do you call a baby pussy?” 
she asked. 


“Kitten,” replied Harold. 

“Watch me while I write the first 
sound of kitten,” said the teacher, put- 
ting on the blackboard the letter ‘“k.” 

“Now,” she continued, “who will tell 
me the first sound of kitten?” 

“Meow!” was the prompt response 
of Jimmy. 

—tLillian E. Piddian. 


NOW WILLIE, WE'RE 

PLAYIN’ WILLIAM TELL . 

ONLY TH' APPLE 1S 
A EGG. 


AAW 
i X\\ 


ASioeRSON —_ 


WILD WILLIES 


Willie, cunning little creature, 

Blew a bean and hit his teacher. 

“Most impressive was the scene,” 

Willie said, “when bean met bean.” 
—Francis F. Tishman. 

Willie, hitting at a ball, 

Lined one down the school-house hall. 

Through his door came Dr. Hill. 

Several teeth are missing still! 

—Sally Antelis. 
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THE SOLUTION 


Our girl is very thin, and we always 
encourage her to eat and fill her 
“tummy” so that she will weigh more. 

One day, at the corner drug store, I 
stood her on a weighing scale and 
said: “Why just look, you weigh only 
39 pounds.” 

“Wait, mamma,” she said, “I’ll swal- 
low my gum, maybe I'll weigh more 
then.” 

—Mrs. Selma Anclam. 


Willie, at a passing gent, 

Threw a batch of fresh cement 

Crying, “Wait until you dry, 

Then yowll be a real hard guy.” 
—Cap La Roe. 


NOT NECESSARY 


Robert saw the three little girls 
next door playing house in their back 
yard. They had their dolls and a table 
and their dolly trunks. 

He must have had a “hunch” there 
would be a tea party later for he sud- 
denly wanted to join them in their 
play. 

“Can I cum ober and be the father?” 
he called. 

“No,” yelled back Betty, the oldest, 
“we are not going to play goin’ down 
town, so we don’t need a father to pay 
the bills.” 

—Jane Rhoads. 


A FUTURE FUN SHOPPER 


Mr. and Mrs. Ellson went calling 
with their four-year-old daughter. The 
family they called on had no children 
at all. The child, after looking around 


for a few minutes, asked the host: 
“Where is your little girl?” 

“We have no little girl,” he replied. 

“Well,” she asked after a few min- 
utes’ thought, “who gets blamed for 
things that go wrong in your house 
then ?” 

—Mrs. G. W. Martin. 


FROM OUR CHILDREN’S GAR- 
DEN OF CURSES! 


My son, now four years old, was 
born in California. 

One day, on hearing the remark that 
every fourth child born in California 
was Chinese, he looked up at me and 
said: “Oh, mother, wasn’t I lucky to 
be your first child instead of the 
fourth, or I would have been a China- 
man.” 

—Mrs. John L. Smith. 


ARE THEY ALL LIKE THAT? 


Allan, aged three, was being un- 
dressed by sister a few years older. 

“Mamma, just look at his stomach,” 
said sister. 

“Yes, ’tis rather large,” said mother, 
absent-mindedly. 

“Oh! Gee! Mamma!” said sister, 
“won’t he make a dandy policeman.” 

—Mrs. Edith Kraft. 


MORE NATURAL 


“If you’re a good girl,” I said the 
other day to Marion, my five-year-old 
daughter, “I will buy you a doll that 
says ‘mamma’ when you squeeze her.” 

“Yd rather have one that says 
‘ouch,’ ” she replied immediately. 

—Mrs. G. G. T. 
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FROM OUR OWN INFANT-RY 
DRILL REGULATIONS 


My Uncle Alfred was laughing and 
joking with me. 

Thinking he was unusually funny 
this time I remarked, “Uncle Al, you 
are a card!” 

Little Mary, standing near, spoke 
up quickly: “I think he is the joker.” 

—Merle O’Dell. 


SPEAKING OF EVOLUTION 


Father had just brought them some 
ice-cream cones. 

“Tsn’t father «great? said little 
Billie. 

“He’s just grand,’ added Bobby. 

“Our papa is a great grand father,’ 
said keen-witted little Betty. 

—Mrs. J. F. Landers. 


IT DEPENDED 


Mark, age five, was complaining, 
while being dressed, that he had no 
appetite. 

“You would better try just a little 
piece of toast,” urged his mother. 

Mark demurred a moment and then 
asked hopefully, “I won’t have to wash 
my face for such a little piece, will 12” 

—May A. Hale. 


A PRACTICAL PLAN 


The family circle had been discuss- 
ing the heroic attempts of Capt. 
Admundsen and Lieut. Ellsworth to 
reach the North Pole. 

Six-year-old Dorothy had been an 
interested listener and, as conversation 
lagged, she spoke up. 


“Mamma, I know how Mr. Mund- 
sen can go to the Pole.” 

“Why, how, darling?” asked her 
surprised mother. 

“Oh, that’s easy,” said Dorothy, 
“he can just wait ’til Christmas Eve 
and ride back with Santa Claus.” 

—S. H. Green. 


FAITH! 


Merton came with his mother to 
Aunt Mary’s for lunch, and immedi- 
ately he asked: 

“What are we going to have for 
dessert ?” 

His mother was horrified, and said, 
“Why, Merton, that is not polite. If 
you were going to the President’s 
house for lunch, would you ask such a 
question ?” 

Merton promptly replied: “Oh, no, 
I wouldn’t have to. I’d know we'd 
have ice cream.” 

—Mrs. Mary Gillett Taylor. 


*TOP DAT! 


Little Mary was five years old. One 
evening her tummy ached and put her 
in misery. 

She slapped it vigorously, saying at 
the same time: “Be still, tummy. 
You’ve had your dinner.” 

—Mrs. M. H. Scardutt. 


TRES CLEVER, OUI? 


Several years ago my father broke 
his arm and was obliged to carry it 
in a sling for several weeks. 

After seeing him on the street, a 
little girl friend of ours ran to her 
mother and said: “Oh, mother, Mr. 


THE FUN SHOP 


217 


Newman can’t go to heaven and be an 
angel.” 
“Why not?” asked her mother. 
“Because,” said the little girl, “he 
broke one of his wings.” 
—Richard Newman. 


HOW IT WAS 


Myron: “Mamma, did they have 
comic valentines when you were 
young 9?” 

Mother: “Yes, dear.” 

Myron: “And what did you girls do 
with them?” 

Mother: “Oh, we usually married 
them.” 

—Albert Charles. 


PROOF POSITIVE! 


My youngest brother frequently 
goes to play with a little girl a short 
way from home. 

“She’s your sweetie,” I teased. 

“She is NOT!” he answered indig- 
nantly, “I don’t wash up when I go 
over there.” 

—Sally Firetag. 


REVELATION! 


The children were trying to figure 
out what their daddy’s work was be- 
fore he was married. 

After much talking and guessing 
Jean said: “Oh, I remember now. 
Mother said he was a devil.” 

—Alice B. Campbell. 


SPEAKING OF OPERATIONS 


Junior had to take ether when they 
removed his adenoids at the hospital. 
I called on him a week later and in- 


quired if the operation had been a 
painful one. 

“Na-aw,” he said jauntily, “it didn’t 
hurt none, but it smelt somepen 
awful.” 

—Esther Clark Hill. 


\ HATE To BE SEEN 
IN THESE OLD 
FASHIONED BUGGIES 
LIZ, BUT WwoT's 
& POOR GOIL 
GONNA DO 
SOMETIMES ? 


Sioanson a 


THE JEALOUS MALE 


Little Eleanor and her cousin Way- 
land, aged seven, were playing with 
Kleanor’s “mamma doll.” Over and 
over again it uttered its plaintive 
“mamma.” 

Presently Eleanor went into another 
room for something. Wayland, who 
had been eyeing the doll for some time 
with growing disfavor, immediately 
seized it and, slapping it vigorously, 
exclaimed disgustedly: “Darn you, say 
‘papa’ once in a while, anyhow.” 

—Leonore M. Fritz. 
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BABY-GRANS! 


Grace Marian was five years old, and 
eouldn’t, as yet, talk too plain. She 
had always wanted to be called Grace. 

One night her mother said: “So 
you don’t want to be called Grace 
Marian ?” 

“No,” replied G.M., “I want to be 
called dis-Grace.” 

—(Miss) Billy Conrad. 


OH, SAY, CAN YOU SING WHAT 
YOU DAILY ARISE FOR? 


Herbert had been taught to rise 
when his mother entered the room and 
to remain standing until she was 
seated or until she withdrew. 

One day a boy friend came to see 
him. Herbert’s mother came into the 
room where the boys were and Her- 
bert arose. His friend made no move, 
so Herbert asked him to stand up. 

A few minutes later mother again 
entered the room and Herbert jumped 
up while his friend got reluctantly to 
his feet. 

When Herbert’s mother entered the 
room for the third time and her son 
arose the guest said disgustedly: “Aw, 
gee—what do you think your mother 
is, the Star-Spangled Banner?” 

—L. E. Carley. 


WRITE 


Three little kiddies, Marshall, Rod- 
ney, and Marilyn, were discussing 
the girls the two boys were to escort 
to a party, reports Marion Woods. 

Instead of giving the full name, 
Rodney thought it would be smarter 
to mention only the initials. “Oh, 
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I’m taking M. M.,” he observed nont 
chalantly. 

“T don’t know who my girl is,” re- 
plied Marshall, “but her initials are 
"Rs tn Vie bee 


AN’ 'M SURE 

TEACHER WILL WANT 

To KISS MY LITTLE 
LAMB. 


) 


| NOW MOM’'LL BRUSH 
NOUR HAIR NICE — 


4at's wt! MUSS 
(T UP LIKE 


TEACHER NEVER 
WANTS TO KISS 


ME 
(Ss . % 2 


AS HE EXPRESSED IT 


Little Junior, four years old, was 
the only little boy playing with a 
bunch of little girls. 

They were playing house when 
Junior’s mother called for him to come 
to her. Junior came reluctantly, and 
explained his reluctance to his mother 
by saying: “Aw, why did you call me, 
I was just about to become the father 
of a family.” 

—King Bramhall. 


iO USE H OLD: PETS 
“Household pets? Yes, indeed. You will find them on the fifth floor, sir. 
All the most fashionable dogs, milk-fed kittens, and pure-minded parrots. And 
our Hartz Mountain canaries are guaranteed to sing their hearts out.” 


+ 
DANGEROUS FLOOD 


WONDER IF YT 


Mother Mouse: “Why, darling, why 
do you tremble so? And why did you 
come rushing home without the cheese 
I sent you for?” 

Little Tommy Tittle Mouse: “Oh, 
Mummy, Mummy! We must all fly 
for our lives. Just as I got into the 
pantry I heard the nice lady who 
kindly leaves the food uncovered for 
us say to her husband that in five 
minutes it’s going to be raining cats 
and dogs.” 

—Lee Shippey. 


AND HE CHEWS, TOO! 


I’ve given to my little dog 
A name that nicely fits— 
I’ve christened him “Sir Cuspidor” 
Because he is a Spitz! 
—C. F. Markell. Strongheart, the Pup. 


IF MRS. PARKER REALLY TREATED HER HUSBAND 
“LIKE A DOG” 


(Imagined by Judith Waldo) 


“Oh, and won’t my little Hubbsy-Wubbsy eat the sweet Hubby biscuits his 
muvver made for him? Qh, the poor little Hubbsy-Wubbsy. Is he mad at his 
muvver? Did my little Husband-Wusband get mad at his bad, bad Muvver- 
Lover because she didn’t sew any buttons on his ittle-bittie shirtsy-shirt? Hubby 
kiss Muvver? Now will sweetums eat his nice biscuits and say ‘bow-wow’ to his 


sugar lumpums? 
: 219 
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“Would Wifey’s ittle Bow Wow Hubby give muvver a great big kiss if she 
would sew up the holes in his tiny teeny socky-socks? Poor ittle Hubby-Wubby! 
Did muvver abuse? Yes, she did! Naughty Muvver! Ittle Sweetums scold 
Muvver for being so dreadful? Muvver ery! Yes, she will! Muvver ery if 
Hubby-Wubby scolds! 

“Hubby-Wubby want sugar? Hubby beg! If Hubbsy-Wubbsy begs 
muvver will give him sugar! Hubby-Wubby say bow-wow for sugar and his 
Wifey-Wife will give him big bite! That’s it! Louder! Now muvver will give 


him sugar! Ittle Hubbsy-Wubbsy want more, or is his tunky full?” 


OUR HIGHBROW DOG 
(A Barnyard Bit) 


Our Rover looked like any dog; 

We cheerfully admitted that 

He’d bark; he’d sleep just like a log; 
He’d overeat; he’d chase a cat. 


And just like any other dog, 

He liked to have a peaceful meal; 
But once a sort of canine hog 
Attempted Rover’s bones to steal. 


You won’t believe this tale, I fear: 
We plainly heard him quote Shake- 


speare! 

He said, “I’m not much giv’n to 
groans, 

‘But cursed be he who moves my 
bones!’ ” 


—Mrs. Marguerite Geibel. 


SAFETY FIRST! 


Three-year-old Dorothy was trying 
to “show off’ before her Sunday 
School teacher, and announced the 
fact that she could spell “cat.” 

“Well, well,” said the teacher, “and 
will you tell me how you spell it?” 

The wee scholar suddenly forgot but, 
in self-defense, she looked up with a 
most engaging smile and said: “I spell 
it just the way you do.” 

—Mrs. H. A. Wyand. 


WS 
SS 


Trees 


Ui y y 


‘S WONDERFUL 
HOW LIGHT A 
FELLER FEELS 
ON HIS HIND 
FEET THESE 


BALMY SPRING 
MORNINGS} 


Son? B.C. 


Strongheart, the Pup. 


Teetcher: 
“Benny, illustrate the werd ‘error.’ ” 
Ben Zeen: 
“My dog’s so seared wen he gets in a 
fite 
His eyes they fill with terror, 
And as soon as he feels the slightest 
bite 
He yells ‘Error! Error! Error!” 
—Herman Liebling. 


THESE GUYS AINT EVEN 
WARM! \ DIDNT BURY 
ANY BONES WITHIN A 
MILE OF HERE! 


Strongheart, the Pup. 
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VLL BET MY 
BOSS WistES 
HE WAS mME_! 


HE'S ON A DIET! 


Strongheart, the Pup. 


SOME DOG 


Bert: “My cat took the blue ribbon 
at the cat show.” 

Merton: “Oh, that’s nothing. My 
dog took the hamburger steaks at the 
butcher’s picnic.” 

—W. L. Reilly. 


THE BACHELORS AND THEIR 
CAT 


By C. D. Griffin 


Captain Pitt was a gay “old bach,” 

And he had a cat named Kipling, 

And Captain Pitt had a catnip patch, 

Which waved when the wind blew, 
rippling, 

And Kip, the eat, would often catch 

A cat nap out in the catnip patch. 


Another bachelor, old “Kit” Knapp, 

Would borrow some catnip from the 
Cap, 

And would brew ’em a catnip toddy 
hot, 

“Which” (Cap told Knapp) “sure hit 
the spot.” 

“T feel tip-top,” Cap Pitt told Knapp, 

“With the catnip teapot dope on tap!” 


Cap Pitt, and the eat, Kip, and Kit 
Knapp 

Lay down for a cat nap after that; 

Cap Pitt, Cat Kip, and Kit Knapp, 
too, 

Took a cat nap there where the catnip 


grew. 


Night hawks are usually out for a 
lark—and a chicken or two. 


THE FELINE GROUP 


By Dr. Walter E. Traprock 


Cats, from the time of the Egyptians, have been greatly prized by women 
who share some of their attributes, their grace, their love of comfort, and other 


qualities which I will pass over. 


In the Museum we approach the subject of cats with our usual scientific 


thoroughness, taking up the development of the feline-protoplasm through its 
vegetable forms of cat-tails, cat-briers, catnips, catkins, and pussy-willows, its 
animalisms such as the catamount and the fish and bird lines, the catfish and the 
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catbird. There are also such mechanical phases as the cat-o’-ninetails and the 
cat-boat, among many others. 

The cat-boat, by the way, was the creation of the natives of Catalonia, a 
Mediterranean province of Spain, who used them in fishing for the sea-puss, 
from which is derived our modern catgut. It is to the Spanish Sea-puss Com- 
pany of Valencia that we owe our large crop of violinists. Without this enter- 
prising company, whose slogan is “Get The Gut,’ we would never have had 
our Ysayes, Heifitzes, Zimbalists, and ferry-boat orchestras. 

The Egyptians considered the cat a sacred animal and at the death of a 
prominent person all the cats in the place were mummified and buried along 
with the Main Guy. Thanks to this custom we have been able to obtain for the 
Museum Cleopatra’s pet cat, a Theban tortoise-shell, perfectly preserved. We 
learn that its name was Mamie, for the collar still bears a gold plate upon 
which, in hieroglyphics, is the inscription, “To Mamie, from Mare Antony, 
June 3, 112 B.C.” 

Although this is our most valuable possession we do not specialize in regal 
felines but have a full line of common or alley cats, so much so that every 
Thursday is Children’s Day at the Museum when kittens are given away to the 
little ones, if accompanied by parent or guardian. 


Teetcher: “Yes,” said sister, “but it got a look 
“Rosie, stop wiggeling and try ‘lit- anyway.” —H. Dizon. 
erature.’ ”’ 
Rosie Lips: : ' JUST MY LUCK! 
“Our eat goes and has kittins TO DAY’S 
Jest ware she happens to roam. 
‘For land sakes, cat,’ one nayber sed. FRIDAY 1 
‘Why don’t you have a literature / 
home?’ ” 


—Adele Heney. 


MEOWS FROM THE— 


My sister was entertaining her 
“beau” the other night in the “mush” 
room. 

My little sister wanted to take a 
peek—and mother remonstrated. 

Just then the family cat walked into 
the parlor, looked at the loving pair, 
and came out again. 

“See,” said mother by way of ex- 
ample. “See—the cat knows when it’s 
not wanted.” 
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HOT DOG 


’Tis passing strange the way our lan- 
guage twists ; 
Here is a fact that sets me all agog— 
The dogs run out to bite the motorists, 
And motorists stop for a bite of dog. 
—Edward Crook. 


Strongheart, the Pup, is robbed! 


A ROUGH-AND-TUMBLE 


Hilda: “Why do they call it puppy 
love?” 
Bernice: “It calls for a lot of pet- 
ting.” 
—Mrs. EH. W. Bosley. 


Every dog has his day, and some of 
them have their limousines and chauf- 
feurs. 


WIS GUY THINKS] _HE’S GONNA 
HE KIN Lick {GIT MUSSED UP! 


Strongheart, the Pup. 


THE SATISFIED MOUSE 


I’m just a tiny, creeping beast, 
Midway between the mole and rat. 
I’m not courageous in the least; 
I flee from men, I dread a eat. 
But, OH, the ladies I adore! 
Because they’re so afraid of me. 
At my approach they scream and draw 
Their nether garments to the knee. 
They leap on chairs, the little dears, 
Or any elevated spot. 
A mouse’s life may have its fears 
But T’ll say that I see a lot! 

—R. W. Hartzell. 
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cA 


La 
AnDERSNt+De 


The Mexican Hairless gets canni- Strongheart, the Pup. 
balistic! 


THE TRAPROCK MUSEUM OF UN-NATURAL HISTORY 
By Dr. Walter E. Traprock 
The Bird Collection 


The Traprock Museum has the finest collection of birds, alive, dead or 
pickled that can be found anywhere. In addition to my own great discovery, 
the world famous Fatu-Liva bird which lays the great square egg, and the 
Ohaa-Ehee, or red pepper bird which, living on the berries of the tabasco bush, 
is forced to fly upside down in order to keep its stomach cool, we have every 
other bird known to ornithology and many which other scientists are not yet 
aware of. Our group of round-robins is unique and queer spherical little 
creatures they are, which rotate rapidly as they fly. 

Our stork aviary contains some fine specimens of these handsome birds 
which run the risk of being exterminated by the birth-control forces unless 
Congress passes a law. 

In Alcove 31 is one of the prides of the Museum, that almost unheard of 
thing, a cuckoo’s nest. It has been generally supposed that the cuckoo never 
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built a nest but stole that of some other bird. In my article in “Bird Life in 
America,” NOV., ’97, entitled, “Who’s Cuckoo Now?” I disproved this. To 
further substantiate my contention that cuckoos did, at times, build, I was able, 
a few years later, to produce this extraordinary home which I found in the 
Garden of the Palace of Versailles. Examine it. You will see that it is made 
of human hair. 

You may or may not recall it, probably not, but just at this time there 
was a fearful furore in Paris over the disappearance from Versailles of the 
portrait of Louis XIVth worked by Marie Antoinette in the Grand Monarch’s 
own hair, which he had shaved off so that his royal perruque would sit better. 
It was forever coming off, and besides, with his hair and all, it was hotter than 


fury. 


Well, there you are! This nest is made of that hair. The cuckoos, notorious 
thieves, had stolen it, a hair at a time. I showed the nest, in strictest confidence 
to a very old lady who remembered the last days of the old régime. She burst 


into tears. “It is Louis,’ she sobbed. 


THE MELANCHOLY CUCKOO 
By the Cuckoo Itself 


I’m a Cuckoo in a clock 

And my job in life is tough. 
When my cabin doors unlock 

I pop out and do my stuff; 
“Cuckoo, Cuckoo ...,” all day long 
That’s the burden of my song. 


Wrens and robins fly about, 
See the sun and feel the rain, 
But when I come popping out 
I must pop right back again. 
“Cuckoo, Cuckoo...,” day and 
night! 
Now I ask you: is it right? 


All my brain is in a whiz, 

I lose track of night and day, 
I can’t tell what time it is. . 

Can you blame me then, I say, 
If, at two, the doors unlock 
And I “cuckoo” twelve o’clock? 


Yet, when these mistakes are heard, 
People giggle with delight, 
Saying, “Listen to the bird! 


“See, even the dandruff is there.” 


He’s the euckoo-kid all right.” 
“Cuckoo” ... till my brain is 
whirled ... 
GOSH, this IS a euckoo world! 


THE GOOSEH’S OUTLINE OF 
HISTORY 


“They call us silly,” the Gray Goose 
said, 
“Though why they do is a mystery. 
When you think of the splendid parts 
we've played 
In Civilization’s history. 
Who was it waked the Roman sports 
And made ’em don their sandals 
And beat it to the sally-ports, 
And lick the Goths and Vandals? 
The Magna Carta, known to fame, 
A goose’s quill indited; 


A goose-quill wrote John Hancock’s — 


name 


When Freedom’s torch was lighted. — 


A score of times these Men we've freed 
From tyrants who enslaved ’em, 
Yet, hearing them sometimes, indeed, 

I’m sorry that we saved ’em!” 
—Theodore Murray. 
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SHARPS AND FLATS 


The poet was telling the business man, 

Of the spring birds’ song and nature’s 
plan; 

“When you hear the trill come from 
the bluebird’s throat, 

Then you may look for the robin’s 


note, 

When the earliest violets are peeping 
through, 

He’s always there when his note is 
due.” 


Said the business man with a chuckle 
of glee: 
“That last-named bird is the bird for 
me. 
He is the bird I long to meet. 
Whether his song is harsh or sweet 
T’ll cheer for him the season through, 
The bird that is there when his note is 
due.” 
—D. A. Doran. 


WHAT THEIR PARROTS 
LEARNED TO SAY 


(As Told to Mrs. P. D. Glenmans) 


Mr. Shultz’s Parrot (Shultz is a 
bachelor)—Aw! There’s another hole 
in my sock! Aw! [I'll raise you two 
bucks before the draw! Awk! By 
me! I pass! Squa-a-a-w-k! 

The Smythe Parrot—Ka-a-a-ak! 
Don’t you dare hit me! Squa-a-a-ak! 
To think I have to stand over a hot 
stove all day long for the likes of you! 
Aw! Idiot! Awk! When I think of 
the men I could have married! Yawk! 
You’re not going out tonight! Awk! 
Haven’t had a new dress for six 
weeks! Aw! 


Miss Johnson’s Parrot (Miss John- 
son is an old maid)—Tweet! Tweet! 
My heart fairly flutters when I see 
that man! Twitter! Twitter! The 
noble creature. How I love that mus- 
tache! Tweet! It’s very naughty of 
me to talk this way, but I think it 
would be wonderful to—tee, hee, tee, 
hee, tee, hee!! 

Rev. Perkerton’s Bird—From the 
seventh chapter and the third verse— 
Awk! D—n that collar button! Aw! 
H%* WEL T&M! 


IF WELL-KNOWN SONGS WERE 
ILLUSTRATED 


2, 


ey 
=: 
Ss 
= 
= 
1 
. 
“ 
. 


“Who.” 


DU ae 


Bu IN ee 


“Nature stories? Yes, Madam, we specialize in them. Our Doctor Traprock, 
the great naturalist, will be delighted to show you ’round. Fifth floor, next to 


the Pets.” 


Strongheart, the Pup, outwits the 
flies! 


THE GOLD-DIGGER! 


Herrick: “Does the animal trainer 
in a circus get much money?” 
Powers: “He sure does. He gets 
the lion’s share of the money.” 
—Cynthia Coopman. 


THE MURDEROUS MOSQUITO 
To His Mate 


I 

AWAKE! ARISE! my dearest dear, 
And leave your swampy home! 

The glor-ious summer time is here 
And WE abroad must roam! 

Too long, amid the cozy drain, 
We’ve slept in mire and mud: 

Now come we to our own again, 
And we shall feast . .. on 

BLOOD!!! 


Ir 
Red corpuscles, or blue, or white! 
I will not ask for more, 
But drill my beak, with rare delight, 
In any kind of gore. 
Let silly bees the honey quaff 
From blossom, branch, and bud; 
They know no wine as fine, by half, 
As good old, pre-war BLOOD!!! 


Ill 

The tall, the short, the fat, the lean, 
Or e’en the infant small, 

Let me catch ’em, behind the screen, 
And I'll devour ’em all. 

So RISE, my Love! Unsheath your 

spear! 

The time is at the flood, 

Let’s toast tonight our love, my dear, 
In rare old vintage BLOOD!!! 
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A LITTLE FLY ADVICE 
By Gertrude McGucken 


Said Grandmother Fly, to her myriad young, 
Do you see that thing by the window hung? 
Well, that is a SWATTER! And nothing on earth 
Should be given by you a wider berth. 

And that saucer, there in the window, see, 
That looks so good? Well, take it from me, 
One sip of that and you'll drop like a stone, 
So leave it alone, kids, leave it alone. 

Those sheets of paper, all covered with goo, 
So sweet and sticky, avoid those too. 

And now to sum-up and my sermon’s done: 
Both swatter and saucer, I beg you, shun, 
And whatever your pranks or joyous capers 
For the love of Mike, keep out of the papers! 


MY EEL, CLAIRE 
By Dr. Walter E. Traprock 


Claire was a pet eel which I brought up from early eel-hood at my farm. 
She came into my life through the water-pipes which connected me with the 
reservoir. I turned on the faucet one morning and out came Claire. She was 
little more than a worm at the time and proceeded to do a number of the turns 
for which worms are famous. This endeared her to me and I kept her as a pet. 

Claire grew about a foot a year for five years. During that period I taught 
her a number of amusing tricks. Ske was wonderful at tying herself in knots 
and soon mastered all the complicated bights, hitches, and cloves in the Boy 
Scout Manual. 

Shortly after the fifth anniversary of her coming-out a catastrophe hap- 
pened. As she was sunning herself on the edge of a small pond, where she 
exercised, a large hawk swooped down and seized her in his talons. Just as 
he had carried her up to a height of about 200 feet the marauder was fiercely 
attacked by another hawk. A heart-rending struggle took place in mid-air with 
Claire as the prize. 

It was then that her training stood her in good stead. By skillful looping 
of her two ends Claire managed to form two slipnooses, one around the neck 
of each bird. She was, you see, playing both ends against the middle. You 
can see the inevitable result. As each bird strained to pull Claire away from his 
adversary he tightened the noose and choked himself. They fell into the pond, 
where both birds were drowned. 


SS Se ee 
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Claire is still living, but at such an advanced age that the only knot she can 
still tie is a granny. It cannot but make me feel a little sad when I realize that 
in her prime she could do 40 knots an hour with ease. 


INSECTIONS 


Melville: “Are insects man-made, 
teacher? I heard today that it was an 
American by the name of De Forrest 
that made all the radio bugs.” 

Miss Adams: “Well, don’t you re- 
member how your history tells of 
Washington making the Hessian fly?” 

—Albert Belgard. 


GETTING HER GOAT 
By Mrs. M. B. Dains 


A Billy Goat, one summer day, 

Was jilted by a Nanny; 

When he’d confessed his love to her 

She said, “Love? Pooh! Your 
granny! 

A High Brow only may have me, 

I want no one to coddle; 

You’ve neither wit nor learning, see? 

So good-bye, Whiskers! Toddle!”’ 


Against his horn, while he stood there 
His Nanny love still eyeing, 

A Fun Suop page blew and got stuck, 
Which in the wind was flying. 

With twinkling eyes he looked at her 
And said, in goatese lingo, 

“The joke’s on me all right, but I 
Can take a joke, by jingo!” 


He munched one joke and found he 
had 

A taste that was artistic, 

And so he chewed on to the end, 

And then felt e-goat-istic. 

“T’m full of class; now will you wed?” 

And Nanny said, “Delighted! 

I like you, now you're full of wit, 

With contents copyrighted.” 


Strongheart, the Pup, and the care- 
less fly! 


THE YOUNG RAM’S SONG 
By Helene Lederer 


What means this tremor in my bleat? 
And why, I wonder, do my feet 
Dance to a syncopated beat 
Along the primrose way? 
And why do I long to leap and run 
And butt my head into the sun, 
Although I know it can’t be done, 
Can anybody say? 
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Is it the sun on yonder hill, 
Or merry music of the mill, 

Or blackbird’s whistle, merrier still, 
Or what, or which, or who? 
Ah, me, ’tis these and more, I fear, 
For I am young and spring’s now 

here, 
And all things ery both far and near, 
"Tis Ewe, my love, ’tis Ewe! 


Some men are such lovers of animals 
that they feed the kitty, follow the 
ponies, and let their business go to 
the dogs. 


THE SENOR STORK 
By Lora Hackler Cox 


Eet ees thees tirteen that my friend 
say how 

Ees most unlucky, but what can I do? 

I have one dozen keeds already now, 

The stork soon pay another veesit, too. 


I try to think of some remedio 

For thees bad situacion, but he 

Ees not a cat, I cannot drown heem! 
No! 

Eet seems there’s nothing but unluck 
for me. 


Thees number tirteen, how I think of 
heem! 

And when the medico come queek one 
day, 

Ah, Dios, but I shake in every leem! 

For I am very nervous every way. 


I wait and wait and sheever all the 
while, 

Until the nurse come out weeth some- 
thing keekin’. 

“A pair of tween,” she tell me weeth 
a smile. 

Ah, but thees Sefior Stork ees one wise 
cheeken! 


THE REINDEER REMARKS... 
(Overheard by George S. Chappell) 


“What’s this I hear of our jolly 
master, 

Old Santa Claus? ...he must go 
faster? 

He’s bought a CAR?, and the old-time 
sleigh 

On Christmas Eve, in the barn must 
stay? 

Instead of bells, in the early dawn, 

The kids will hark to the motor horn, 

And never again, on the cottage roof, 

Will sound the tap of a reindeer’s 
hoof, 

But only the noises an auto makes, 

The throb of engine and grind of 
brakes? 

Ah, how we’ll miss the happy glow 

Of children’s faces on earth below, 


The Christmas chorus that always 
comes 

With peal of trumpets and beat of 
drums, 


The shouts of joy and smiles of bliss 
When little girls give their dolls a 
kiss!” 


The Reindeer sighed, when a jolly 
noice, 
In the darkness made his heart rejoice. 


“Fear not, my Reindeer, swift and 
strong: 


~ You’re partly right, but mostly wrong! 


For cars get stuck, but never a drift 
Has ever detained my reindeer swift! 
So, cheer up, Dasher, and Blitzen too, 


There’s plenty of work ... and 
joy ... for you, 

And when Christmas bells ring out, in 
the air, 

My gallant Reindeer, we'll ALL be 
there!” 


SAPO EID SEDO EAE 
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THE LION AND THE MOUSE 
(A Revised Classic by L. M. H.) 


What He Intended to Say 

“Dearest One, in the few weeks that 
I have known you—the sweetest and 
most wonderful girl in the world—a 
change has come into my life A 
change that has transformed me and 
the world with me until the very music 
of the birds thrill and enchant me with 
the divine call of love. I love you 
more than my tongue can utter, and 
life with you would be one long and 
blissful dream. Will you walk with 
me to the altar and be my wife?” 


How He Said It 

“Tearest One, it’s a nice day, isn’t 
it? Looks like we might have rain to- 
morrow, though. In the few weeks 
that—we’ve had such nice weather, 
T’ve—er—lost a lot of change. The— 
er—umusice of the birds. Don’t you like 
birds? Yes, I do, too. They thrill 
and enchant me—it looks like it might 
rain, or snow or something. Well— 
er—what I’ve intended to say was I 
love you more than my tongue can 
stutter, and life with you would be one 
long and dreamy blister, will you walk 
with me in the halter—er—hang it all! 
Will you marry me?” 


* * * 
How She Intended to Answer 
“Yes, Jack, dear.” 


How She Answered 
“Yes, Jack, dear.” 


Teetcher: 
“Its your tern, Isaac, give us ‘coun- 
terfeit.’ ” 


Ike Couldent: 

“Natcheral histry iss spying on bugs, 
Dont esk I should do it—I’d quit— 
To tell how meny legs has a centepeed 
You would first have to counterfeit.” 


THOSE KIDS LOOK 
AY ME AS IF THEY 
NEVER SAW ME 


Strongheart, the Pup. 


THE UNGRATEFUL CHICK 


A wee, downy chick, out for a roam, 

Strayed from the yard, couldn’t get 
home; 

Found the path, once; missed it again; 

“Peep, peep, peep,” peeped all in vain. © 

“Somebody come!’ loudly eried she, 

“Where is my coop? Why can’t I 
see?” 

“Come, little chick,” the firefly said, 

“You follow me; I’ll fly ahead.” 

On flew the fly, flashing his spark, 
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Led the wee chick home through the 
_ dark. 
After the gleam chick followed fast; 
THERE was the coop! safe home at 
last! 
“Thanks, Mr. Fly,” said the wee chick, 
Then ate him up. What a low trick!! 
—Arle Siddel. 


TEAM MATES 


Said Brindle to Brown: 
(They were Durham cattle). 
“Life is a chore.... 
Life is a battle. 
Horses can stall, 
Chickens can shirk, 
Us ... not at all, 
We gotter work.” 
Said Brown to Brindle! 
“Right, old Kid, 
You said a mouthful, 
Yes, you did. 
Never was truer 
Word, ol’ Cuss. 
Life is a yoke, 
And the yoke’s on us.” 
—E. H. Phillips. 
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ODE TO A REINDEER 
By Frank L. Nicholson 


I 
The Reindeer is a pleasant beast 
The most docile of creatures. 
He calls to mind the Christmas feast 
And other Yuletide features, 
Old Santa Claus, with presents loaded, 
A myth not easily exploded. 


II 
Amid the snowy Lapland pines 
The gentle creature paces, 
Resenting not the guiding lines. 
The bridle or the traces. 
Amenable to discipline, he 
Accepts them all, without a whinny. 


Ir 
Dear Lady, if your spirit proud 
Would emulate the Reindeer, 

I’d guide you gently through the crowd 
In ways which I’d explain, dear, 
And if upon my knees you'd rest, love, 
I’m sure you’d like my lap-land best, 

love! 


HOW I GOT MY OWN GOAT 


By Dr. Walter E. Traprock 


Out in the great North West a man isn’t really a man until he has gotten 


his own goat. 
world to get near. 


I mean the Rocky Mountain variety, the hardest beast in the 


I had read Stewart White’s account of killing lions with a bow and arrow. 
“By Heck,” I cried, “I’ll get one of these babies with an even more primitive 
weapon, a lasso!” The boys laughed fit to split. 

Nevertheless, next daybreak I set out with only my skiis and my robe. I 
knew that getting near them called for strategy so I made for the top of the 


range. 


figured himself out of danger. 


After eight hours’ hiking I saw, far below me, a big he-goat peace- 
fully grazing, the wind blowing through his whiskers! 


He saw me, too, but 
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I shot down a sharp incline, “took off” the edge of a cliff, hung suspended 
for an instant in midair, then dropped hundreds of feet into the valley. I landed 
right beside Mr. Goat, slipping my noose over his horns as I did so. The fall 
would have killed me if I hadn’t kept right on, which I did, dragging the goat 
after me. As soon as his weight checked my speed he tried to bolt, but by 
crossing my skiis I found I could play him like a fish. When he was exhausted 
I hauled myself up to him and hog-tied him. 

Then, being a long way from camp and night coming on, I wrenched off one 
of his horns, blew an S.O.S. on it and the boys came out after me with a sled. 

“Well, boys,” I said, “you see I got my goat.” 

“We'll say you did, Trappy, old Cockey,” they cried, “and that’s more than 
we could do though we’ve been trying for years!!” 


THE ANGLE WORM 
By Fay B. Krantz 


It was a little angle worm; 
The rain had washed him out. 
I picked him up and watched him 
squirm 
And twist himself about. 


“Oh, little angle worm,” I said, 
“What makes you wiggle so. 
Is it some pain of heart or head, 

Or some more subtle woe? 


“Tt is, it is,’ he loudly cried, 
And writhed upon my hand. 

“Tis what?” I tenderly replied; 
“TI do not understand.” 


“To have you call me angle worm, 
Tis that my heart un-nerves. 

Is there not some more fitting term 
For one who’s naught but curves? 


“For curves are beautiful to see, 
And all admit they are, 

But I through life am doomed to be 
Described as angular. 


“Tis that which clouds my daily sky 
And makes my poor heart burn, 
And crazes me, I swear, till I 
Don’t know which way to turn.” 


Mea REN G MACHINES 


“You wish to master the art of oratory, my boy? Go right up to our talking 
machine department on the second. We have records of all the great orators 
and innumerable books of funny stories, suitable for weddings, christenings, 


teas, or poker-parties.” 


SOME PEOPLE SPEAK FROM EXPERIENCE. 


SPEAK. 


BABY TALK 


What the Infants of 1950 Will Say 
Instead of the “Da-da-bloo-glub- 
glub’s” They Get Off Now 


(According to Scott Rudolph) 


“Nurse, will you kindly place the 
sterile rubber nipple of that nursing 
bottle between my gums? And put a 
little more sugar in the milk, please. 
If I don’t get it I’ll raise my voice in 
emphatic disapproval!” 


Le * 


“Father, would you mind walking 
the floor just a few minutes longer? 
I know you're tired, but this sensation 
is so blissful I feel that I could go on 
like this forever.” 


oe * 
“Well, Ill be darned if I haven’t 
cut a bicuspid. Oh, mother! Come 
and see!” 


* e208 


“This request may seem, perhaps, a 
bit unusual to you, but I assure you 
that it is necessary. I demand a 
change to drier and warmer gar- 
ments!” 
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OTHERS—FROM EXPERIENCE—DON’? 


DIFFICULTIES OF A DEAF OLD 
GENTLEMAN TRYING TO 
PERFORM HIS DALY DOZEN 
FROM PHONOGRAPH 
INSTRUCTION RECORDS. 


NOT SO BAD 


“Your friend Dovey is inclined to 
loquacity, isn’t she, Pansy?” asked 
Mrs. Cummings of her negro maid. 

“Yes’m, she is,” Pansy admitted, 
“but she’s tall enough, it don’t look so 
bad.” 

—Hugh Reiley. 


236 THE FUN SHOP 


ONE TOUCH OF SCANDAL MAKES THE WHOLE WORLD CHIN! 


RIGHTO! 


Teacher: “Class, attention please. 
Let us take sentence structure. Now 
take this sentence— 

“(The manager walked toward a 
group of traveling salesmen.’ 

“Now what is the subject of ‘a group 
of traveling salesmen’?” 

Entire Class: “Women!” 

—Albert Steen. 


THE POWER OF WORDS 


(The Lecturer Becomes Drunk with 
Them!) 


Overheard by Frank P. Orwells 


“As, I have said, ladies and gentle- 
men, I tread the velvety carpets of the 
woods and dales. I flit from the 
shadows of the towering forest to leap 
nimbly from stone to stone—free as 
a bird, and as serene as the cloudless 
sky of June. Ah, I pause to drink 
in the intoxicating night air—er—the 
intoxicating air. I drink it in—(hic). 


—TI drinksh most a quart of th’ ’toxi- 
cating night air. Shpretty good! 
J’ever drink any ’toxicatin’ night air— 
huh? §’ got a big kick—(hic)—’seuze 
me, I guess I’m gettin’ offtha subject, 
jaydies and lentlemen! 

“Know what I get outa these lec- 
tures—huh? Hun’erd dollars a night 
—s’fact! Hun’ernd dollars a night! 
J’know where it goes to? M’wife— 
thash where it goes—s’fact! I’m un- 
happ’ly married — yessir — unhapp’ly 
married. S’what’s worryin’ me to- 
night, folks—yeshir! M’ worried! 
Thash why I get drunk on ’toxicatin’ 
night air—s’fact! 

“Now you're all jaydies and lemm’]- 
men—see? My friensh! All my 
friensh! Thash why I’m tellin’ you 
all thish! Know you'll sympathizh 
with me—thash why I’m eryin’. I 
can’t help it when I ery like this— 
gotta break down, thash all! Feel 
better after a good ery, my friensh! 
(Hic-hiccoup! Ooop!)—Gotta ’seuze 
me now, folks—m’awful sick—gotta 
leave quick—s’fact. (Oop!)—G’night, 
folksh !”? 


IF DAD TALKED TO THE VISITORS AS HE DOES TO THE 
HOME FOLKS 


(Imagined by L. R. W.) 


“How d’do, folks. Don’t slam that door when you come in! Say! I thought 
I told you about slamming that door! I’ve got a headache now! Dinner’s about 
ready—where have you been all this time? After this I’d like to know where 
you are—understand ? 

“Brown! Go out and wash that face! Don’t you dare to sit down to the 
table looking like that! I guess it doesn’t do any good to tell you—hurry now, 
and be sure and wash behind your ears. 

“Sit down, Mrs. Brown. Sit down. SIT DOWN,I SAID! You make me 
nervous standing there on one foot. Yeah, it’s a fine day—I know that. But 
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do you know that you’re going to help my wife with the dishes before you leave? 
I mean it, and I don’t want to see you slipping off, either! 

“Brown! You’re not showing proper respect! Say ‘sir’ to me hereafter. 
Don’t sit there and stare like that! Quit that tapping with your foot—you'll 
drive me crazy! Go out and clean your feet! What do you mean by tracking 
mud in like that? 

“You, too, Mrs. Brown. I supposed you’d learned that by this time! And 
TAKE YOUR FEET OFF THAT STOOL! Great Guns! I never saw such 
people! Well, I guess we’re ready to eat. Don’t rush to the dining room now— 
take your time. Now don’t fight over the chairs. SIT DOWN! 

“Unfold that napkin, Brown! And Mrs. Brown! Put down that spoon 
and eat with your fork. LOOK OUT! Great Heavens! Just a little more and 
you would have spilled the gravy on the tablecloth! No, Brown, you can’t have 
pie yet. Kat your meat and potatoes first, and be sure and clean up your plate. 
DON’T REACH! Just wait a second and I'll pass it. Mrs. Brown! Mrs. 
Brown, did you hear me? You'll eat with your mouth closed or you'll leave 


the table!!!” 


A STORY GROWS, AND GROWS, 
AND—— 


(Pieced Together by Henry G. Fleury) 


What Mrs. Faxon Really Said—A 
stray cat came to our house yesterday, 
and my husband wanted to drown it. 
But it’s such a cute little thing we’re 
going to keep it. 

What Mrs. Brent Said She Said— 
Have you heard the news? Oh, I ran 
nearly all the way to tell you! Mrs. 
Faxon—that is—I mean Mr. Faxon 
didn’t want to adopt it but they finally 
did! Yes, a baby. Someone left it 
on their doorstep. 

What Mrs. Huston Said—Isn’t it 
terrible? And to think that Mr. 
Faxon wanted to drown the poor little 
baby someone left on their doorstep! 
Why, do you suppose, did he want to 
do that? I tell you it’s mighty sus- 
picious! 

What Mrs. Ryan Said—I knew it 
would happen, all the time! Haven’t 
you heard? Well, you know that the 


Faxon’s adopted a girl, don’t you? 
Well, it seems that Mr. Faxon is 
wildly in love with her! 

And Mrs. White—Oh, dear, have 
you any smelling salts? I’m so faint 
and out of breath! I rushed over to 
tell you the dreadful news! Poor 
Mrs. Faxon! Oh, I could nearly 
scream! Well, Mr. Faxon has run 
away with that girl they adopted! 
Yes! And before he left he drowned 
his wife! Yes! They found her on 
the doorstep! 


A STORY GROWS, AND GROWS, 
AND—— 


(Pieced Together by Sunny) 


What Madge Really Said—I never 
knew him, but Ben Boyd, the famous 
movie star, lived in the same town 
that I did. 

What Mrs. Smith Said She Said— 
Madge told me that Boyd, the actor, 
lived next door to her and that they 
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were old school chums. Can you 
IMAGINE!! 

What Mrs. Browne Said She Said— 
Have you noticed how stuck-up Madge 
is? Well, Mrs. Smith says that she 
was once engaged to Ben Boyd, the 
movie star! I don’t think much of 
HIS choice, that’s all! 

What Mrs. Jones Said She Said— 
Did you know that Madge was once 
married to Ben Boyd, the movie star? 
Mrs. Browne told me that he finally 
threw her over and ran away with 
another woman! I don’t blame Madge 
for keeping it a secret, do you? The 
idea! 

And Finally—It seems that Madge 
has been married to three different 
movie actors. It’s a fact! Every- 
body’s talking about it! And some 
believe that she wasn’t really divorced 
from the first two! I hear that she 
is trying to sue Ben Boyd, one of her 
former husbands, for custody of the 
child! I suspected something like that 
all the time!!! 


A MIXED GATHERING 


Several of the Town’s Leading Citi- 
zens Play a Little Poker! 


(Overheard by Paul G. Bass) 


Doctor—Just a minute while I put 
on my rubber gloves, boys—it’s my 
deal. 

Lawyer—I'll open the said pot for 
the sum of twenty-five cents, the said 
twenty-five cents in coin being twice 
the size of the legal ante. I hereby 
solemnly declare the pot open, and 
rest my ease. 

Plumber—Execuse me! I'll have to 
go home after my money! 


Business Man—In reply to your val- 
ued communication of the 6th inst. 
re: opening of pot, will say that your 
action is entirely satisfactory and. will 
stay in same. Enclosed find twenty- 
five cents. 

Doctor—This is a delicate opera- 
tion! Ill raise you all fifty cents! 

Business Man—Re: raise, will say 
that I regard it as a bluff! Am remit- 
ting! Deliver me three cards, as per 
contract. 

Lawyer—I give, and bequeath to the 
said pot the additional raise of six 
bits, your honor! TI hereby declare 
that I have you all beat, gentlemen of 
the poker game! 

Doctor—Your cyanosis tells me that 
you are bluffing—let me feel your 
pulse! As I thought! T’ll eall you! 
I have two aces, and ahem—three 
jacks! My fee is five dollars! 


IF THE POLICE FORCE WAS 
COMPOSED ENTIRELY OF 
WOMEN 


(Imagined by Thomas A. Ulrich) 


“You are under arrest, sir! Come 
along with me! Er—I guess we ought 
to have a chaperon! Are you mar- 
ried? Well, isn’t that nice! She can 
come along with us.” 

* * 8 


“Officer Mary, are you in the Secret 
Service? So am I, so I guess it will 
be all right for me to tell you one. 
Did you know that—shhh!—that the 
chief’s hair is false? Don’t you tell 
anybody, and if you do don’t tell them 
I told you! And here’s something 
else about her—(whisper, whisper)— 
isn’t that something TERRIBLE! I 
would never have dreamed of any- 
thing like that, would you? I laughed 
until I thought I’d die!” 
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“Sir, were you trying to flirt with 
me! Answer! I thought so! Well, 
the other girls on the foree DO admit 
I’m good looking, so I don’t blame 
you. You are? That’s the way I’m 
going. Ha, ha! You naughty man! 
Yes, I'll be off duty in half an hour, 
and we can go to a movie.” 

+ * * 


“No, I wouldn’t think of accepting a 
bribe, but if you would give me—er— 
a box of candy I wouldn’t say anything 
more about it.” 


IF WOMEN VISITED LIKE MEN 
(Imagined by Carl D. Newman) 


“Hello there, Nan, old woman! 
Haven’t seen you for a long time!” 

“Shake, old girl. Where ya been 
keeping yourself? Still do embroid- 
ery?” 

“Do I? Say! Remember that time 
at Eva’s? Her husband had gone to 
the country—remember ?” 

“Ha! Ha! Vl say I remember, Nan 
old woman! That was the night you 
pulled your new daisy stitch on the 
girls, wasn’t it? We had a high old 
time embroidering that night, eh, 
Nan? 

“Hal Ha! You tell ’em, Nan! 
Have you finished that new tablecloth 
you were working on? That was a 
nice little old piece of work that I 
mean! J haven’t embroidered much 
lately, or crocheted either, but I’m 
' going to when I get the time.” 

“Well, don’t work too hard. Have 
a cigarette?” 

“Don’t care if I do—thanks. By 
the way, what ya got on for tonight?” 

“Tatting—at Mary’s place. Her 
husband’s away, and the roof’s the 
limit. Want to come in with us?” 


“By George! I’d like to, old 
woman. But I told my husband—” 

“Ha! Ha!” 

“Ha! Ha! Well, Ill be there with 
bells on, and you can tell the girls to 
be on the lookout.” 

“Well good-by, old girl. By the 
way, drop out to my place some even- 
ing. The hub and the kids will be 
glad to see you.” 

“Thanks, I will, 
S’long.” 


old woman. 


IF MEN PLAYED CARDS LIKE 
WOMEN 


(Imagined by Roman D. Kusczelki) 


“Charlie, come over here and look 
at my hand. Isn’t it funny? I never 
saw a poker hand like that before. 
Let’s see, now, what will I do? Jim 
has bet three red chips. Gracious! 

“Goodness, Bill! I did bet three, 
didn’t I? Well, I only meant to bet 
two. Can I take one of them back?’ 

“Yes, and then I just put two in, 
don’t I, Jim? Well, I wish I knew 
what to do! What do you think I 
ought to do, Charlie? Well, I’ll raise 
you three—I know I hadn’t ought to, 
but I just won three, so I will. Oh, 
by the way, Jim, did you notice the 
sweet little derby Harry was wearing 
last night?” 

“Yes, wasn’t it chic? You're rais- 
ing me three? Gracious me! Well, 
I'll eall you—what have you, dearie? 
And speaking of his hat, did you no- 
tice his tie?” 

“Wasn’t it ravishing! I have two 
pair—sevens, and those funny little 
thingumajigs—jacks, I guess they are. 
What have you?” 

“You have sevens and jacks? Well, 
I have two kings and an ace. 
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Does that beat your hand, dear?” 

“Heavens! I don’t know—lI’ve for- 
gotten the rules. We'll split the pot, 
is that all right? And say, have you 
heard that perfectly awful story about 
Algernon ?” 


“Tt’s your deal. Algernon? Is it 


possible! Well, I always suspected 
something. I haven’t any use for a 
man who uses as much powder after 
shaving as he does! Oh, is it my deal? 
How many cards do I deal out, honey? 
Six or seven?” 


THE MAN WHO BOUGHT A MEMORY COURSE 
(Overheard by Roy Duxbury) 


Mrs. Jetson—Jerry, you’ve been studying too hard. You look so pale and 


worried! What is the matter? 


Jetson—l’ve been working out a memory system. I'll never forget anything 


now that I’ve trained my mind. 


Mrs. Jetson—Prove it! What’s Uncle Jeffery’s phone number? 


Jetson—Cheese! 
mountains, understand? 
follow me? 


That makes me think of Swiss, see? And Swiss leads to 
And mountains remind me of the ocean. 


Do you 


Mrs. Jetson—What’s all that got to do with that phone number? 


Jetson—The ocean reminds me of sailors. 


Sailors remind me of Columbus. 


Now, Columbus discovered America in 1492, and half of 1492 is 746. Seven, 


four, six—that’s his ’phone number. 


See, how simple it all was? 


Mrs. Jetson—In what year were we married? 
Jetson—That’s easy. Balloons! That makes me think of hot air, and hot air 


makes me think of your brother George—now don’t get sore! 


made me think of! 


That’s what it 


Your brother George makes me think of that ten bucks 


he borrowed from me the day we were married. He’s owed me that for eleven 


ears, SO we were married in 1915. 
b] 


Mrs. Jetson—That’s right, exactly. It sounds like nonsense, but there must 
be something to it. Why—what’s that sticking out of your pocket? 


Jetson—That’s—er— 


Mrs. Jetson—Those letters I gave you to mail! 


them! 


And you forgot all about 


Do you know what that reminds me of? Moving picture comedies! 
And moving picture comedies make me think of custard pies, see? 
me think of pie crust, and pie crust makes me think of rolling pins. 


Pies make 
And a 


rolling pin makes me think of the black eye you’re going to get in about two 


minutes ! 
DAD’S ADVICE TO HIS SON 
(Overheard by Henry Shepherd) 
“Above all, my son, when you draw 


three cards and the other fellow draws 
one, don’t  bet,’—(Wife enters)— 


don’t bet, whatever you do, my boy. 
Gambling is a wicked and evil vice 
that wrecks those who tarry within its 
snare! Beware of the pitfalls of the 
gaming table,”—(Wife exits) —“and 
when you have a pair of kings and a 
pair of jacks, for instance, and the 
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other fellow raises after drawing 
three cards, the chances are you can 
safely bet him a stack of chips,’— 
(Re-enter wife)—stack of chips—er— 
take Lincoln, now, the great rail-split- 
ter. Toiling with his trusty axe from 
sunup to sundown, he left a big stack 
of chips after his day’s work!” (Wife 
exits with approving smile). 

“Now another thing. This marriage 
business is all applesauce! Don’t do 
it, if you value your future happiness! 
Don’t be a big fool like I was and—” 
(Door creaks)—“don’t be a big fool 
like I was and postpone marriage. 
Pick out a good sensible girl and ask 
her to be your helpmeet and wife! 
Matrimony is that divine bond that 
unites human hearts to perfect bliss 
and everlasting happiness through all 
eternity!” (Door shuts softly) “and, 
Son, speaking of henpecked husbands 
—So Is Your Old Man!” 


HIS WIFE 


Voice over Telephone: “Mr. Per- 
kins, your wife is here and reports 
that a man held her up as she was on 
her way home.” 

Perkins: “How much did 
get?” 


she 


—T. B. Bolgers. 


IF TRAFFIC COPS WERE 
WOMEN 


(Imagined by Earl G. Ottomar) 


“Stop! What is your name, please? 
Harold T. Jones? Well, isn’t that 
peculiar! I have a nephew by the 
name of Harold, only his last name 
isn’t Jones. He has dark hair and 
eyes, too. You look very much like 
him, only he has no mustache. Well, 


good-by, Mr. Jones. 


have met you.” 
a 8 * 


Very glad to 


“Stop! You must have misuxder- 
stood my signal, dearie. Mistakes 
often happen, don’t they? Your 
name? Oh, by the way, where did 
you get that lovely hat? It’s a per- 
fect dream, and I must get one like 
it. Thanks. Now you may go 
please.” 

* * *® 

“Stop, Madam, if you please!! I 
very much fear I must place you 
under arrest. What! You call me a 
eat! Ouch! Try to slap me, will you? 
Take that! And J’ll pull your hair 
again if you don’t give me your name 
and address! No, I don’t eare what 
your husband says! I'll use my rolling 


pin—er—club—on him, too! Now 
come along, that’s a dear.” 
* #* * 
“Stop, if you will, please. Now 


kindly go. You with that funny 
thingamajig of a car—go! You with 
the new dress and queer hat—stop! 
Go, if you will be so kind! Stop, 
pray! Now every one stop while I 
powder my nose!” 


IF HUSBANDS WERE LIKE 
WIVES 


(Imagined by Clarence A. Blondin) 


“Tell me the truth, Jane. Am I as 
fat as that man over there?” 

. “Why no, Horace, I don’t think you 
are.” 

“Oh, Jane, do you see that perfectly 
lovely pair of trousers in that win- 
dow? A narrow light blue stripe on 
a background of blue serge! It’s just 
too lovely for anything! Don’t you 
think they are sweet, dear?” 

“T think they are very nice, Horace.” 
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“That’s what you always say! You 
know very well they are adorable! 
Jim Stephenson has a pair just like 
them. Honest, don’t you think they’re 
sweet? Tell me now, aren’t they just 
too gorgeous for words? I just think 
Tl buy a pair—they’ll go so well with 
the lavender sock supporters Uncle 
Henry gave me. You don’t care if I 
buy a pair, do you, Jane dear? I 
really do need them! I’m invited to a 
little poker party at Fred’s tonight and 
I haven’t a thing to wear.” 

“Very well, Horace. Whatever you 
say, and you might get yourself a box 
of those cigars, too.” 

“Oh, you’re a dear! I’m going to 
get those coronas. Those stogies don’t 
go well with my type of face—would 
it be too extravagant if I bought two 
boxes, Jane, dear?” 


ieee Noo. Ho AB It '-§ 


“A riding Habit, Madam? Oh, pardon me. You said ‘riding breeches’? 
. . . Of course we have them. Once worn, they become a habit. Our non-skid 
model is a great favorite with the ladies.” 


+ 
ACCOMMODATING 


“Mother won’t let me go out riding 
alone.” 
“Well, bring her along and I’ll get 
a friend for her, too!’ 
—Doré. 


THE RIDE OF PAUL REVERE 
As Told by His Horse 


Listen, my children, and you shall hear 

How I carried my Master, Paul Revere, 

From the Charles’ bank, at the midnight hour, 

When the lights flashed out in the belfry tower. 

The British had landed! Paul gave me a pat 

And said, “Well, Bess, old girl, that’s that.” 

And off we sped through the country wide 

And maybe I didn’t give him a ride. 

But honest, I had to laugh at the folk 

We waked who said, “What’s this, a joke?” 

And one old party, a Cambridge squire, 

In nightgown and helmet, yelled, “Where’s the fire?” 

And of course, as I couldn’t talk, you know, 

I just whinnied, “You tell ’em, Paul; let’s go!” 

Then away we flew, through village and town, 

I don’t know the route but it’s all set down 

In Longfellow’s poem; I simply said: 

“We'll make the grade if I don’t drop dead.” 

Well, I didn’t, and when that ride was done 

And Paul said, “Bess, there’s Lexington,” 

And I saw a stall and a pile of hay 

Well, I just laid down and I passed away. 

And when I waked up next day and heard 

What the minute-men had done, my word! 

I wabbled up and gave three horse cheers 

For that ride of mine . . . and Paul Revere’s! 
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Strongheart, the Pup, Has a Dizzy 
Ride! 


TODAY’S BEST! 


Genevieve: “What a long tail that 
horse has?’ 
Groom: “Yes! Quite a tail of 
(horse gets restless) whoa!!”’ 
—M. McLucas. 


Teacher: 

“Not ’arf bad, so to speak, Mr. 
Downes, and now perhaps your com- 
patriot Mr. Outs will oblige with 
‘Australia.’ ” 


Inzen Outs: 

“We ’ad a ’orse when I was young, 

The bally blighter wouldn’t mind— 

You ’ad to walk ahead of ’im 

And let the Australia behind.” 
—Edgar Luening. 


IF POPULAR SONGS WERE 
ILLUSTRATED 


LIE 


“I’m Sitting on Top of the World” 


carn 
ANDERSON — 


Teacher: 
“Wilst instrumentalize a bit on the 
word ‘menus,’ Mrs. Tree?” 
Mrs. Wiffle Tree: 
“Hereafter I shall ride astraddle 
When horses I again use, 
I will not use a woman’s saddle— 
I'll have the kind that menus.” 
—Marie Lazarro. 


D R U G S 


“Powder? Face, gun, or bug, Miss? The face-powder is in our Drug De- 
partment, where you will also find a complete line of household remedies, guar- 
anteed to cure what ails you. Fourth floor, rear.” 


+ 


THE DRUGGIST 
By Wallace M. Bayliss 


The druggist leads a lovely life 
With mortars and with pestles; 
Away from business storms and strife 
In Fortune’s arms he nestles. 

With asafetida and pills, 

Cascara, ipecac, and squills, 

And such like things to cure ills, 
By day and night he wrestles. 


The druggist makes his money from 
Disease and prophylaxis; 
No wonder he views life with calm 
And pays huge income taxes. 
And then, to make a few pence 
more, 
He runs a young department store, 
So you can buy, inside his door, 
Toys, coffee, or pick axes. 


Prescriptions come from poor and 


rich, Pill Muscle Build 
The druggist has to make ’em; Ce Cee 
Sometimes they go in bottles which JUST THE THING 


Gives him a chance to shake ’em. 

Some go in capsules, bitter things;  Welkins: “I hear that Dr. Killefer 

In powders oft his stuff he brings; ig dead and that they are going to put 

No wonder, while he works, he yp a tablet as a memorial.” 

sings— Nelson: “An indigestion tablet, I 
HE doesn’t have to take ’em! suppose.” 
—H. G. Richman. 
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1 DON'T THINK | KIN 
GO To SCHOOL,MOM, 
) DON'T FEEL VERY 


NLL GET THE 


CASTOR Olt. ! 


LET MOM SEE 
NOUR TONGUE ! 


MOM'S GITTIN’ 


Ta0 HARD TO 
FOOL-! 


RL 
ARE SON 


WRIT EN G -RO-O™M 


“Certainly, sir. You may fill your fountain-pen in our writing room on the 
Gallery. No charge. It is a pleasure, I assure you. You will find the Postoffice 


in the rear.” 


THEY KNEW WHAT THEY 
WANTED 


(Correspondence Found by Philip 
Salter) 


Jane, Visiting in California, Writes 
to Her Husband 
Dear Harry: 

Today I climbed a mountain near 
the coast. Beneath me was stretched 
acres and acres of orange groves, 
swept by the perfumed winds of Cali- 
fornia. On my right hand was a 
snow-capped mountain and on my left 
hand was a huge forest, while about 
my feet was sweet scented grass. By 
straining my ears I fancied I could 
hear the relentless roar of the ocean 
rumbling on the coast. Behind me is 
a huge pile of glistening, white rock 
washed by the rain of centuries. I 
feel as if I could stay here forever, 
dear. Please send me some money. 
With love and kisses. 

Jane. 


Harry’s Letter to His Wife 


Dear Jane: 

Tonight I climbed the stairs to the 
bedroom. Beneath xsne was stretched 
acres and acres of dusty carpet, which 
hasn’t been swept since you left. On 
my right hand was the dresser, and on 
my left hand was a huge wart, while 


about my feet were socks, which are 
hardly sweet scented and which cer- 
tainly need darning. I didn’t have to 
strain my ears to hear the relentless 
snore of grandpa in the next bedroom, 
rumbling forever and anon. Behind 
me, in the kitchen, is a pile of glisten- 
ing white dishes, which haven’t been 
washed for centuries. JI am sending 
you a ticket home. With love and 
kisses, 
Harry. 


A FAMILY EXPOSURE 


My Sis takes baths three times a day; 
The folks all think she oughter 
Because the Doe said, “Take these pills 
Three times a day, in water.” 

—Abe Drucker. 


Willie, writing on the bed, 
Spilt some ink on Mother’s spread. 
“Ma,” he said, when she came back, 
“Tt will dye a lovely black!” 

—Charles A. Kahn. 


Teacher: 

“Can any member of the class pro- 
duce a sentence with the word ‘disin- 
tegrate’ ?” 

I. Otto Dodge: 

“T just got this letter from Alice, 

It came one full hour too late! 

For Edna and I are now married— 

I’d better burn disintegrate.” 
—Hugh G. Nussbaum. 
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DIFFERENT CLUBS 


Feeling seedy, he went to his doctor, 
And this is the advice he got— 
“Indian clubs are good for the liver, 
Bohemian Clubs are not.” 
—La Touche Hancock. 


CONVENIENT 


Williams: “Why have they begun 
printing half-cent stamps?” 

Devine: “For the benefit of Scotch- 
men who don’t want to invest too 
heavily at one time.” 

—Hugh Donahue. 


REINCARNATION 
Elizabeth Evelyn Moore 
To the Editor 


Who knows that I, in distant age, 
In labored letters, therefore terse, 

Carved on a rock and sent to you 
A bit of primal verse? 


Or in a pillared room in Rome, 
Penned you a Lyric with my stylus, 

And then, perhaps, beside the Nile, 
Wrote you upon papyrus. 


I well remember on a day 
By courier I sent my plea... 
You bent a lace-frilled wrist to read, 
Nor sent it back to me. 


And now you are an editor, 
And I, in verse, still knit my brow, 
With such romantic past, can you 
Refuse my verses now? 


A LAW-ABIDING CITIZEN 
A hearty Irishman walking down the 


street chanced to pass a waste paper 
container which closely resembled a 
letter box. It immediately reminded 
him of the letter in his pocket which — 
he had promised his wife he would 
mail, and he proceeded to put it in ~ 
the box. 

“Pardon me, sir,” said an approach- 
ing gentleman, “you had better not 
mail your letter in that box.” 

“Indade!” retorted the Irishman, 
“and why shouldn’t Oi mail me litter 
here? Doesn’t it say on the box, ‘Obey 
the Law, put litter inside?’ ” 

—Ruth S. Nelson. 


\ WONDER WHAT THE HECK 
THAT WAS THAT 
1 SNEEZED In! 


Strongheart, the Pup 


Many love letters are now being 
sent by air-mail—as they contain 
nothing heavier than air! 
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CONSIDER 


The judgment of many is ill bestowed 
And into conclusions quick they fall— 
The postman may carry an awful load 
And yet he may not be drunk at all. 
—Gertrude Fusco. 


THE CORRESPONDENCE 
SCHOOL 


Claire: “Do you think a person can learn anything by mail?” 
Leo: “Sure thing. That’s how I find out how much my wife owes.” 
—Barbara Chaffner. 


Judging from the way they are read in court, burning love letters never seem 
to get burned. 


OUT OF THE WEST 
By Elizabeth Dimick 


There was a young fellow 
Who lived in the West; 
He wrote of that country 
With vigor and zest. 

He told of its ranches, 

Of stampedes at night, 

Of cowboys and “likker,” 
And many a fight. 


He drew such a picture 
With ink and with pen 
It stirred the emotions 
Of city-bred men. 

In couples and bunches 
On Pullmans they piled 
To answer the summons, 
The “call of the wild.” 


But when they got out there 
And found out the facts, 
They looked up this writer, 
And some had an axe! 

But then they discovered 
His writing had ceased 

The minute it brought him 
Money to go East! 


CREDIT DEPARTMENT 


“You say we did not credit you with the package you returned? Our 


error, sir. 


Probably the returns are not all in. Will you kindly take the 


matter up with our Credit department, on the mezzanine floor.” 


SIDNEY SAYS HE NAMED SIX BANKERS AS HIS PALLBEARERS, AS THEY HAD 
CARRIED HIM FOR SO LONG THAT THEY MIGHT AS WELL FINISH THE JOB! 


A POEM OF NATURE 
By Ted Osborne 


How nice it is to breathe the air 
Of early morn these fresh spring 
days! 
Yet it can’t drive away dull care 
Like airs a lively jazz band plays. 


How picturesque the flocks and herds, 
Beside the meadows, streams, and 
lakes ! 
Ah, would that I could say in words 
How they would taste in chops and 
steaks! 


And see the handsome Mallard duck, 
As northward, speedily he glides; 

But how much better he would look 
With strips of bacon on his sides. 


The little lark fills up his throat 

And sounds a note of gay content. 
But I would rather have a note 

That earns me six or eight per cent! 


MORE TRUTH THAN POETRY 


Wife: “But, George, we can get it 
on the easy payment plan.” 
George: “You mean uneasy payment 
plan.” 
—A. G. Lockhart. 


Strange that a book-keeper on his 
night off will want to look at figures! 


CORRECT FORECAST 


Installment Collector: “You haven’t 
paid anything on that furniture for 
three months!” 

Mrs. Perry: “Well, didn’t you say 
that the payments would be so small I 
wouldn’t notice them?” 

—L. E. Rosenberg. 
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EVOLUTION 


Every one nowadays points with 
pride to the fact that his ancestors 
were early settlers. 

But in the future the prompt set- 
tlers will be pointed to with pride! 


NIZE BIZNISS!! 


In certain parts of the East Side of 
New York it is not unusual to see 
frankfurter or “hot dog’ stands in 
front of banks. 

One of the prosperous “butchers” 
was none other than Sam Goldblatt, 
whose stand in front of a thriving 
bank was always busy. 

Abe Rabinowitz, an old friend 
(also of the “auld sod”), paid him a 
visit one day. 

“How iz by you de bizness?” he 
asked of Sam. 

“TAREEFIC!” replied Sam. “De 
peeple eez buying hot doggies by de 
tousand. I made two hondert und 
eighty dollers cleer proffits lest week.” 

“Dot’s fine!” said Abe. “I weesh it 
you could do me a beeg favor, Sam, 
und lend me twenty dollers.” 

“T’m sorry,” answered Sam, “I can’t 
do it.” 

“For vy can’t you help me out, with 
you making sotch beeg money?” 

“Vell, I'll tell you, Abe,” explained 
Sam. “Ven I opened op dis stand I 
made a deel with de bank—dey 
voulden’t sell frankfurters und I 
voulden’t lend money.” 

—L. Wolfe Gilbert. 


Ready money consists of that part 
of a man’s wealth which is never ready 
to come, but always ready to go. 


Bie RsoN—+w.D. 


The “Jack” of All Trades! 


A CREDITABLE AFFAIR 


“My dear,” he said, “you look superb, 
To any man a credit! 

You'll be the reigning belle tonight!” 
And kissed her as he said it. 


“My love, ’m glad you like my 
clothes,” 
(With beating heart she said it) ; 
“Because this party gown and wrap 
Are also to your credit.” 
-——Christina Hume. 


TROUBLES 


Mrs. Winters: “If I could only re- 
new my youth!” 
Winters: “If I could only renew my 
notes!” 
—ZJ. H. Gruben. 
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THE “H” IS ON THE END OF IT 


Hotel Clerk: “But you’ve forgotten 
to pay your bill, sir.” 
English Guest: “My word!” 
Hotel Clerk: “That’s not enough. 
We require cash!” 
: —Henry A. Courtney. 


Make a lot of money, and people 
will shake your hand and offer con- 
gratulations. 

Lose what money you've got, and 
they will shake you entirely. 


INTRODUCTION LACKING 


Rural Visitor (trying to cash a check 
in a city bank): “Why won’t ye cash 
it, Mister?” 

Cashier: “I don’t know you.” 

Rural Visitor: “Well, I’ll be durned! 
I never seen sich a stickler for eti- 
quette !”” 

—Jack Hinkle. 


HONORED 


“Madam,” said the cashier at the 
bank, “this check isn’t good unless you 
endorse it.” 

“Oh—you fiatterer!” 
lady. 


giggled the 


—Olive B. Davis. 


IT WAS 


Hostess (who is trying to conceal 
from her party guests the fact that 
the Chinaman at the door is presenting 
a laundry bill): “Well, John, is this a 
billet-doux ?” 

Hop Toy: “Yessum. Bill he due 
six months ago.” 

—Mother R. 


OUTSIDE PRESSURE 


Baldwin: “Why do you give your 
wife so much of the credit for your 
great success in business?” 

Sears: “Man, it took success to pay 
her bills!” 

—H. H. Castner. 


LEGACIES 


Lives of great men all remind us 
(If not all, some, anyway) 
That we, too, can leave behind us 
Lots of debts as well as they! 
—N. M. Levy. 


NO DREAM 


Mrs. Oswald: “Last night I dreamt 
that you had opened a new business 
and that your office was surrounded 
with flowers and palms.” 

Oswald: “Those palms were the col- 
lectors’.” 

—Rebeccah Miller. 


Economists say our currency should 
be made more elastic. 

How about making wt a little more 
aahesive, too? 


YES, INDEED 


Black: “Herbert’s bank account is 
overdrawn.” 
Stone: “How do you know?” 
Black: “Well, he said it was $20,000 
and I think that was overdrawing it 
considerably.” 
—Katherine Manning. 


Keene et 1 QS aS 


“Antiques? Yes, Madam, we carry all the latest styles. You would like 
something that came over in the Mayflower? Fifth floor front, Madam, next 
to the Ancestors’ Portrait Gallery.” 


+ 
MRS. LOT 
By Wallace M. Bayliss 


A habit sometimes is a cruel thing; 

When most you want to break it, presto, zing! 
The darned old habit knocks you all to pot. 
For instance, take the case of Mrs. Lot. 

It may have been her glands were not all right, 
At any rate she surely loved to fight. 

If Lot should say, “My Love, it is my wish 
You’d cook no more of such and such a dish,” 
One thing was certain, that dish would appear 
At every meal for nigh onto a year. 

One day Lot hustled home at half past one 

And cried: “Pack up the old suit case and run! 
The Angel orders: ‘Skip to Hebron’s brook, 
And on your lives don’t turn around to look!” 
The Missus knew one time had come to do 
Exactly as her husband told her to, 

So as they skipped she tried to keep in mind 
That she must not turn round and look behind; 
But so deep-seated was her pesky fault 

She turned to look, and promptly turned to salt. 
In all our marriage ceremonies, pray 

Why do we ask the women to obey 

When they have inborn such contrary streaks? 
They won’t, not even when an angel speaks! 
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MRS. NOAH 
By Paul C. Gagherd 


Of Mrs. Noah let us think a while. 

If any woman ever had a trial 

In managing her husband, it was she. 

For on the land or on the rolling sea 

Old Captain Noah was a peppery salt 

Who wanted folks to halt when he said halt. 
But Mrs. Noah was no hand to ery 

When hubby issued orders, “Aye, Sir, aye.” 
When he brought home the blue prints of the Ark 
The war began; each day from dawn to dark 
And far into the night the battle raged; 

She didn’t like the way the snakes were caged. 
Why couldn’t he put up a stairway where 

He had it planned to stow the polar bear? 
Why park beside her bedroom Mr. Skunk? 
The whole arrangement of the ark was punk. 
And as for bugs and creeping things, NO, Sir. 
She wouldn’t have them on the ark with her. 
But NOAH went ahead with saw and bit 

And fixed the boat as he wanted it; 

Then when he had his cargo bedded down 

He told her she could come aboard or drown! 


MRS. JOSHUA 
By L. J. Brengel 


The wives of famous men, ’tis sad to 
state, 

Have often had a hard and cruel fate. 

It always has been so, since time 
began; 

We'll illustrate by telling of the man 

Who followed Moses as first in com- 
mand, 

None other than old Joshua, whose 
band 

Walked round and round the walls of 
Jericho 

And knocked the city down in one fell 
blow! 

That military feat was quite enough 


To prove that Josh was strictly up to 
snuff ; 

But one day, in a most important 
fight, 

He found he needed just a bit more 
light. 

No sooner was it thought than it was 
done, 

For he stood up and shouted: “Stop, 
oh, sun!” 

B’gosh, it stopped! It would be stand- 
ing yet 

Had he not later cried: “Go on and 
set !” 

It’s lucky he was not killed in that 
fight 

Or we’d have daylight always, and no 
night. 
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Your sympathy should go to Mrs. J., 

For night and morning, following that 
day, 

She had to hear him tell about his 
feat, 

Explaining why it never could be beat 

And why she should be proud it was 
her man 

Who first devised a Daylight Saving 
Plan. 


MRS. BEN HUR 
By Wallace M. Bayliss 


These regular he-men you read about 
“Who easily put enemies to rout 

Quite often make mild husbands after 

all, 

Especially of henny wives who bawl 
7Em out whenever chair or rug or cot 
Is half an inch off from its settled spot. 
Take Mrs. Ben Hur as a case in point; 
She always swore she’d run a spotless 


joint. 

Did Ben cooperate? Well, not at 
first ; 

But you know how it is; men get the 
worst 


Of arguments, and wind up being nice 

' In order to have peace at any price. 

Ben was a hearty eater and his wish 

‘Was twice a day to have a much-loved 
dish, 

That good old stand-by, cabbage and 
corned beef; 

To this request not only was she deaf 

But she put up an argument, and 
claimed 

It smelled her house up so she was 
ashamed. 

Ben used to come straight from the 
old barn door 

And track in mud upon her kitchen 
floor. 


Within six months, while still she was 
a bride, 

She had him where he parked his shoes 
outside. 

So hen-pecked was he that the village 
men 

Called him no longer Ben Hur but Her 
Ben! 


MRS. GEORGE WASHINGTON 
By Hugh MacBean 


When George cut down that famous 
cherry tree, 

Establishing his fame for honesty, 

He set a pace he followed all his life. 

Undoubtedly more than one worried 
wife 

Has wished she could depend upon 
her lord 

The way dear Martha did on Georgie’s 
word. 

Whene’er we think of George we think 
of truth; 

He is a wondrous model, but, in sooth, 

To mention him makes any common 
guy 

Debate the question: “Should we ever 
lie?” 

Perhaps some anecdotes of Martha will 

Shed light upon that question Time 
won’t still. 

Once, at a ball, she asked, in accents 
sweet, 

“George, don’t you think I’m light 
upon my feet?” 

His answer brought about a little tiff; 

Said he: “Why, no; you’ve grown a 
trifle stiff.” 

And then, to make the matter worse, 
I’m told 

He added: “Dear, you see you're 
growing old.” 
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Another time, new corsets she had 
bought 

And as George helped the while she 
drew them taut, 

He said, “No; I would say you’re get- 
ting fat!” 

I ask you now, what do you think of 
that? 

We know what she thought, for, with 
fiery eye, 

She snapped: “George, sometimes you 
should lie!” 


JULIUS CAISAR 
By Dorothy Jean Buhl 


The smartest man this old world ever 
knew 

Was Julius Cesar. 
who 

Was sent to check up Cleopatra’s 
game, 

And when he set his eyes upon that 
dame 

He sent to Rome a message that will 
be 

A model ever more for brevity. 

“I CAME, I SAW, I CONQUERED,” 


He’s the fellow 


But Brutus - said, 
sounds to me 

Like bushwah! I will wager it is she 

Who’s conquered him, for he’s a ladies’ 
man!” 

So that is how this famous feud began; 

For Casar heard that Brutus made 
that crack 

When with his Cleopatra he came 
back; 

Whereupon he said, “Is zat so? Let 
him try 

To see if he can get the lady’s eye!” 

A challenge clear as that must needs 
be met, 

So Brutus did his level best to get 

The queen from Cesar, but 
wouldn’t leave. 

Then Brutus swore, “We'll make of 
him a sieve!” 

They did! But Julius was a sport 
clear through, 

For with the second stab he yelled 
“Strike two!” 

Poor Cleopatra, widowed, so to speak, 

Committed suicide within a week. 

To spirit land she wafted her gay 
flight 

And there old Julius sees her every 


“That message 


she 


so it read, night! 
And every Senator remarked, “Nuff 
sed!” 
MRS. ADAM 


By Grace E. Benziger 


A bit of slang that people say 

Goes back to Mrs. Adam’s day. 

One morning, as she snooped about, 

She met the Snake, who said: “Look out! 
Ad’s getting mighty sick of stew; 

T’ll tip you off what you should do.” 
With that he climbed the apple tree 

And winked at her portentously, 

“Oh, gee!” cried Eve, “I mustn’t lose 
My Adam Boy; I’d rather choose 
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Most any other fate than that; 

Yes, even woman’s terror, fat.” 

And so she cooked, to please her boss, 
The dish which threw him for a loss; 
For Eve said: “Try it.’ Adam tried; 
Then from the Angel had to hide. 
Of course the Angel looked about, 
Discovered him and chased him out. 
The Missus also trailed along 

Nor uttered any doleful song 

Until he told the Pelican 

That woman caused the fall of man. 
That made the lady so darned cross 
She yelled at Adam: “Applesauce!” 


MRS. MOSES 
By Wallace M. Bayliss 


When Moses led his tribesmen in a band 

Beyond the Red Sea to the Holy Land, 

To say that he was meek seems quite a joke, 
Recalling what he did to Pharaoh’s folk; 

But still it’s true—he was no hand to boast, 

Just went ahead and bossed that mighty host, 

For Moses was a hen-pecked man, and meek 
Because at home he had no chance to speak. 
Outside his tent old Moses ruled the roost, 

Inside his wife’s tongue was forever loosed; 

She talked, complained, found fault, and whined and gabbed, 
Till, in despair, poor Moses always grabbed 

His hat and wandered off into the hills 

Where he could get away from household ills. 
While out one night the Ten Commandments came 
And Moses, with high fervor all aflame, 

Came home and read them to his Missus, who, 

For once, was quiet; but when he got through 

She sharply cried: “Don’t ‘Thou shalt not’ at me! 
Yow’re not the boss in this house, No, siree! 

Just one commandment is enough round here; 

You do as I say—that’s all. Do you hear?” 

And Moses, meek as any little lamb, 

Put down the tablets and remarked: “Yes, ma’am.” 


BAUR G ATTN: BiAsS oo Eb Nee 


“Bargains? We are never without them. 

“Just now we are running our Annual ODDS-and-ENDS Sale. 

“But I would not advise you to attempt a purchase, sir. A man has no 
chance among so many ladies.” 


+ 


THE SUPREME SACRIFICE 


ME CHILD! 


A True Confession 
By the Bobbed-Hair Bandit 


I worship the beauty of sacrifice 
In all the accepted ways; 
There’s nothing, I think, so dear or 
nice 
Or worthy of so much praise. 
There’s naught so noble, or even sweet, 
In life or the printed page. 
And the shows which give me the 
greatest treat 
Portray it upon the stage. 


I love the beauty of sacrifice 
In mother or wife or maid, 

I dote on the hero who pays the price 
Love demands, all unafraid, 

But one above all the rest I vote— 


All other emotion pales ee 
As I yearn and hope and thrill and ANoerson — 
gloat “Stop sneezin’ in th’ sail! You'll 


O’er the beauty of sacrifice—sales! blow us back!” 


NO SAVING 


Hoyle: “My wife saved five dollars at a bargain sale today—” 

Shaw: “That’s the kind of a wife to have.” 

Hoyle: “—but I had to give her fifteen dollars for a new hat. Her old one 
was trampled on in the rush.” 


—Leonard Marion Bessmann. 
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STRICT ECONOMIST 


The tightest man on old earth’s deck 
Is Wiliam Henry Dutton 
Who used a wart upon his neck 
To save a collar button! 
—F. G. D. 


Teacher: 
“The Spelled girl will kindly hit the 
‘toboggan.’ ” 
Miss. Spelled: 
“T’m a slow and listless riser and I’m 
late for every date; 
I wouldn’t rush through breakfast for 
the Prince of Wales. 
But for speed I hold one record and 
for that I’m justly proud; 
There’s no one who can beat me when 
it comes toboggan sales.” 
—Juha Egan. 


Teacher: 
“Mr. Price, your word on this oc- 
casion is ‘Cauterize.’ ” 
Hi. Price: 
“When wife goes to a bargain sale 
She buys and buys and buys. 
Today she would have ruined me 
If I hadn’t cauterize.” 
—Stuart Keedwell. 


A FALSE ALARM 


Bystander: “Where’s the fire?” 
Fireman; “We ain’t found nothing 
but some overheated women at a bar- 
gain counter.” 
-—P. E. Monigomery. 


GEE Wz! MEAT SURE 
MUSTA BEEN SCARCE 
WHEN THAT FELLER 
WAS MADE. ¢ 


CARL 
ANDERSON= tM 


Strongheart, the Pup 


ODDS AND ENDS 


MON DIEU! 


Claire: “Who was that lady you 
were talking to?” 
Mac: “My god-mother.” 
Claire: “Don’t use such language! 
Besides, I’m not your mother!” 
—Sunny. 


WHAT EVERY WOMAN KNOWS 


Every man may have his price 
But it isn’t hard to pay;— 
Just make the fellow feel real cheap— 
And he'll give himself away! 
—Agnes H. Hughes. 


AT LAST! 


“What was the West Pointer shot 
for?” 
“He was out of step in the latest 


newsreel.” 
—Mrs. Charles Kuntz. 


“Let’s make a knight of it,” said the 
queen as she touched the timid little 
man kneeling before her. 


LOOKED SERIOUS 


Attorney for the Defense: “The 
prisoner is certainly up against it.” 

Judge: “In what way?” 

Attorney for the Defense: “He’s 
not poor enough to get the jury’s sym- 
pathy, and he’s not rich enough to be 
insane.” 

—Walter Hirten. 


+ 


Some people acquire culture to such 
a degree that they often slip on their 
own polish. 


The Prize Fight 


HAPPY DAYS 

“The party of the first part,” dic- 
tated the lawyer, “agrees with the 
party of the second part.” 

“I’m gonna like this job,” said the 
flapper stenog just out of business col- 
lege, “it’s all about parties.” 

—James Renlow. 
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SHREWDLY ANSWERED 


A newly-elected politician was sur- 
rounded by a number of well-wishers 
—mostly office-seekers. 

One young fellow stepped out of the 
erowd (according to Mrs. Frances 
Wellman), stuck out his hand and 
said: “Congratulations, Judge Hughes. 
I knew you’d make that office as soon 
as I started to get votes for you. 
Now, how about a job?” 

Judge-elect Hughes, good-naturedly 
grasping the nervy man’s hand, re- 
plied: “I know you, young man, but I 
can’t place you.” 


Teacher : 

“Mr. Bird, will you pipe a few notes 
on the theme of the word ‘telegram’ ?” 
C. D. Bird: 

“I know Spitzenberg apples from 
Baldwins, ; 

I can spot a mince pie through the 
crust, 

I’m a fairly smart guy 

But it’s useless to try— 

I can’t telegram cracker from dust.” 

—Arthur Kuhn. 


LOGIC 


The doctor had been called for to 
attend the sick child. 

Immediately upon his arrival he nat- 
urally asked her to stick out her 
tongue. 

“T’m not mad at you,” she said, re- 
fusing. 

—NMartha Kassel. 


TRY IT 


“If you ever feel like laughing at the 
clothes the young folks are wearing 
nowadays,” advised Uncle Ike, “just 
get out the family album and look at 
some of the pictures you had taken in 
the days when you thought you were 
a snappy dresser.” 


WASN’T TRUE LOVE 


Mrs. Wilkens: “Ob, Harry, I’m just 

in love with that hat in the window!” 

Wilkens: “Nonsense, dear. Love is 

an affair of the heart, not of the head.” 
—Lester Gillespie. 
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OBEYING mark set by the Dane. Then, at the 
highest point in my flight, I struck 
Prisoner: “You big, half-witted the gale. It was like hitting a giant 
idiot, you! You great piece of ”?  comber. 


Judge: “Here, stop that! What do 
you mean by talking like that?” 
Prisoner: “Well, that’s what I 
started to call the policeman who ar- 
rested me, but he said to tell it to the 
judge.” 
—Eleanor Pick. 


SKI JUMPING AT 
KRIVIENDJIAK 


By Dr. Walter E. Traprock, 
Pde. fo. don, U. 


I have practised winter sports from 
my early youth. As a small boy I used 
to make snow-shoes out of tennis- 
rackets and skiis out of barrel staves. 

In the winter of ’96 I entered the 
ski-jumping contests going on at Kri- 
viendjiak, along the west coast of 
Scandinavia. On the third day I 
found myself, with the pick of the 
Peninsula, in the finals. 

The event called for a_ half-mile 
slide down an icy chute, a quick rise 
to the take-off and a long jump into 
the valley below. 

Knute Ramberg, a Dane, had set 
the highest mark of 63 cersts (272 
feet). Just before my time came I 
knew that one of the Boreal gales 
that sweeps all before it was about to 
burst—and I proposed to take advan- 
tage of it. 

When at last I saw the pine trees on 
the distant hills bend before the blast, 
I shouted “Halli” (ready) and sped 
down the slide. To the amazement of 
the crowd I shot out far beyond the 


Instantly reversing my position and 
speading out my coat, I sailed grace- 
fully back to the crest of the slide 
from which I had started. I had 
broken all records, both going and 
coming. 

The Championship Cup still stands 
on my mantel, with its inscription, 
“Trapjriock LHilskede Bjorvick” ... 
Traprock, Skillfullest of Ski-ers. 


The way the street car company 
would have to run its track to satisfy 
our customers in Suburbia! 
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' Only one man in a thousand is @ 
leader of men. 

The other 999 are followers of 
women! 


DIDN’T GET HER MEANING? 


“Tf girls were looked after properly 
at home they wouldn’t be looked after 
on the street!” declared the spinster 
who tried to be a witty reformer. “Do 
you follow me?” 

“Tf I ever did,” replied a beast of 
a man, “it was done unintentionally.” 

—H. L. Harrison. 


KNOWLEDGE IS POWER 


Lawyer: “Do you want a trial by 
Jury or by the Judge?” 

Plumber: “I’ve done plumbing for 
most of the people in town. I’d better 
take the Judge.” 

—T. W. Browns. 


The inconsistency of womankind is 
exemplified by the society girl, who 
starts in when she comes out. 


THE CRAZY THING 


Higgins: “T’ve been reading of a 
machine that does the work of ten 
men! It almost has brains, eh?” 

Lowry: “Not if it does all that 
work !” 

—Philip Keating. 


A woman stops telling her age as 
soon as age begins telling on her. 


Poor DAD's Pay DAY 


5, P.M. SATURDAY 


CHARITY 


Hammond: “JT thought Boggs was 
going to distribute clothing to the 
poor.” 

Pringle: “He was, but not a single 
newspaper reporter showed up.” 

—Morris Rose. 


TERRIFIC JAR 


Mariner: “I suppose the impact was 
terrible when the two street cars came 
together.” 

Patton: “It was awful! I swallowed 
the chewing gum of the man next to 
me.” 

—J. P. Hulbert. 
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1925 A.D. 


Adam fell for an apple, but I fell 
for applesauce. 
Donald. 


HARD TO CONVINCE 


Maxine: “Oh, Harold, do you really 
love me?” 

Harold: “Love you? What do 
you think I’ve been doing—setting-up 
exercises ?” 


If a fellow has lots of dough he can 
be a good mizer. 


HIS OPINION 


Uncle Walt: “So ya jest got back 
from New York, eh? Do they still 
raise the dickens down there?” 

Uncle Eben: “Yeh, and _ they’ve 
raised the price of raising it, too.” 

—L. E. Masterson. 


A man may love the ground a 
woman walks on, and still object to 
cutting grass on it. 


A hot mamma is one who can skate 
on thin ice and not melt it and break 
through! 


THE WISDOM TOOTH 


Mitchell: “You young fellows of to- 
day want too much! Do you know 
what I was getting when I married 
your Aunt?” 

Arthur (his nephew): “No, and T’ll 
bet she didn’t either!” 

—Mrs. H. G. Bernstein. 


THE DRAWBACK 


Walter: “Seems like common sense 
would prevent many divorces.” 

Bessie: “It would prevent just as 
many marriages.” 


ANCIENT 


Mr. Newgroom: “Why didn’t you 
buy the eggs at that other grocery 
dear? Don’t they keep eggs?” 

His Bride: “Yes, darling, that’s the 
trouble. They keep them too long.” 


“This is surely the home stretch,” said the man as he reached across the table 


for the bread. 


a 


+ 


The Floorwalker (to himself) : “What a life! What a life! 

“On my feet, or somebody else’s, all day. 

“But would I change it? NO. All the world and his wife come to THE Fun 
SHop department store. Really, it would make the greatest book in the world.” 
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